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MISCELLANIES. 



JEAN PAUL FRIEDRICH RICHTER.^ 

[1827.] 

Dr. Johnson, it is said, when he first heard of Boswell's in- 
tention to write a life of him, announced, with decision enough, 
that, if he thought Boswell really meant to write his life, he 
would prevent it hy taking Boswell's/ That great authors should 
actually employ this preventive against bad biographers is a 
thing we would by no means recommend : but the truth is, 
that, rich as we are in Biography, a well-written Life is al- 
most as rare as a well-spent one ; and there are certainly many 
more men whose history deserves to be recorded, than persons 
willing and able to record it. But great men, like the old 
Egyptian kings, must all be tried after death, before they can 
be embalmed : and what, in truth, are these * Sketches,' 'Anas,' 
'Conversations,' 'Voices,* and the like, but the votes and plead- 
ings of so many ill-informed advocates, jurors and judges ; from 
whose conflict, however, we shall in the end have a true verdict? 
The worst of it is at the first ; for weak eyes are precisely the 
fondest of glittering objects. Accordingly, no sooner does a 
great man depart, and leave his character as public property, 

* Edinburgh Review, 'i^o,^!.— Jean Paul FriedrichRichter^sLeben, 
nebst Characteristik seiner Werke; von Heinrich Ddring. (Jean Paul Fried- 
rich Richter's Life, with a Sketch of his Works; by Heinrich Ddring.) 
Gotha; Hennings, 1826. z2mo, pp. 2od, 
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ihan a. crowd of little men rushes towards it. There they are 
gathered together, blinking up to it with such vision as they 
have, scanning it from afar, hovering round it this way and that 
each cunningly endeavouring, by all arts, to catch some reflex 
of it in the little mirror of Himself ; though, many times, this 
mirror is so twisted with convexities and concavities, and, in- 
deed, so extremely small in size, that to expect any true image, 
or any image whatever from it, is out of the question. 

Richtcr was much better-natured than Johnson ; and took 
many provoking things with the spirit of a humorist and philo- 
sopher ; nor can we think that so good a man, had he even 
foreseen this Work of Doring's, would have gone the length of 
assassinating him for it. Doring is a person we have known 
for several years, as a compiler, and translator, and ballad- 
monger ; whose grand enterprise, however, is his Gallery of 
Weimar Authors j a series of strange little Biographies, begin- 
ning with Schiller, and already extending over Wieland and 
Herder;— now comprehenditig, probably by conquest, Klop- 
stock also ; and lastly, by a sort of droit d'aubaint, Jean Paul 
Friedrich Richter ; neither of whom belonged to Weimar. Au- 
thors, it must be admitteij, are happier than the old painter 
with his cocks : for they write, naturally and without fear of 
ridicule, the name of their work on the title-page; and thence- 
forth the purport and tendency of each volume remains indis- 
putable. Doring is sometimes lucky in this privilege ; otherwise 
his manner of composition, being so peculiar, might occasion 
difficulty now and then. Biographies, according to Doring's 
method, are a simple business. You first ascertain, from the 
Leipsic Conversalionslcxicon, or JSrdens's Poetical lexicon, ot 
Flt^el, or Koch, or other such Compendium or HaniSaok, the 
date and place of the proposed individual's birth, his parentage, 
trade, appointments, and the titles of bis works; the date of his 
death you already know from the newspapers : this serves as 
a foundation for the edifice. You then go through his writings, 
and all other writings where he or his pursuits are treated of, 
and wherever you find a passage with his name in it, you cut 
it out, and carry it away. In this manner a mass of materials 
is collected, and the building now proceeds apace. Stone is 
laid on the top of stone, just as it comes to hand ; a trowel or 
two of bi(^raphic mortar, if perfectly convenient, being spread 
in here and there, by way of cement ; and so the strangest pile 
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suddenly arises ; amorphous, pointing every way but to the 
zenith, here a block of granite, there a mass of pipeclay ; till 
the whole finishes, when the materials are finished ;— and you 
leave it standing to posterity, like some miniature Stonehenge, 
a perfect architectural enigma. 

To speak without figure, this mode of life-writing has its 
disadvantages. For one thing, the composition cannot well 
be what the critics call harmonious : and, indeed, Herr D6ring*s 
transitions are often abrupt enough. The hero changes his ob- 
ject and occupation from page to page, often from sentence to 
sentence, in the most unaccountable way ; a pleasure-journey, 
and a sickness of fifteen years, are dispatched with equal brevity ; 
in a moment you find him married, and the father of three fine 
children. He dies no less suddenly ; — ^he is studying as usual, 
writing poetry, receiving visits, full of life and business, when 
instantly some paragraph opens under him, like one of the 
trap-doors in the Vision of Mirsa^ and he drops, without note 
of preparation, into the shades below. Perhaps, indeed, not 
forever ; we have instances of his rising after the funeral, and 
winding-up his affairs. The time has been' that, when the 
brains were out, the man would die ; but Doring orders these 
things differently. 

After all, however, we have no pique against poor Doring: 
on the contrary, we regularly purchase his ware ; and it gives 
us true pleasure to see his spirits so much improved since 
we first met him. In the Life of Schiller his state did seem 
rather unprosperous : he wore a timorous, submissive and down- 
cast aspect, as if, like Sterne's Ass, he were saying, "Don't 
thrash me ; — but if you will, you may !" Now, however, com- 
forted by considerable sale, and praise from this and the other 
Litter aturblattt which has commended his diligence, his fidelity, . 
and, strange to say, his method, he advances with erect coun- 
tenance and firm hoof, and even recalcitrates contemptuously 
against such as do him offence. GlUck aufdem Weg! is the 
worst we wish him. 

Of his Life of Richter these preliminary observations may 
be our excuse for saying but little. He brags much, in his 
Preface, that it is all true and genuine ; for Richter's widow, 
it seems, had, by public advertisement, cautioned the world 
against it ; another biography, partly by the illustrious deceased 
himself, partly by Otto, his oldest friend and the appointed 
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Editor of his Works, being actually in preparation. This rousei 
the indignant spirit of Daring, and he stoutly asseverates ihat,- 
his documents being altogether authentic, this biography is nn 
pseudo-biography. With still greater truth he might have as- 
severated that it was no biography at all. Well are he and 
Hennings of Gotha aware that this thing of shreds and patches 
has been vamped together for sale only. Except a few letters 
to Kunz, the Bamberg Bookseller, which turn mainly on the 
purchase of spectacles, and the journeyings and freightage of 
two boxes that used to pass and repass between Richter and 
Kunz's circulating library ; with three or four notes of similar 
importance, and chiefly to other booksellers, there are no bio- 
graphical documents here, which were not open to all Europe 
as well as to Heinrich D6ring. Indeed, very nearly one half 
of the Ufe is occupied with a descriptioti of the funeral and its 
appendages, — how the ' sixty torches, with a number of lanterns 
andpitchpans,' were arranged; how this Patrician or Professor 
followed that, through Fried rich-street, Chancery-street, and 
other streets of Bayreuth ; and how at last the torches all went 
out, as Dr. Gabler and Dr. Spatzier were perorating (decidedly 
in bombast) over the grave. Then, it seems, there were meet- 
ings held in various parts of Germany, to solemnise the memory 
of Richter ; among the rest, one in the Museum of Frankfort- 
on-Mayn ; where a Doctor Biirne speaks another long speech, 
if possible in still more decided bombast. Next come threno- 
dies from all the four winds, mostly on very splay-footed metre. 
TTie whole of which is here snatched from the kind oblivion 
of the newspapers, and ' lives in Settle's numbers one day 

We have too much reverence for the name of Richter to 
think of laughing over these unhappy threnodists and pane- 
gyrists ; some of whom far exceed anything we English can 
exhibit in the epicedial style. They rather testify, however 
maladroitly, that the Germans have felt their loss, — which, in- 
deed, is one to Europe at large ; they even affect us with a 
certain melancholy feeling, when we consider how a heavenly 
voice must become mute, and nothing be heard in its stead but 
the whoop of quite earthly voices, lamenting, or pretending to 
lament. Far from us be all remembrance of DSring and Com- 
pany, while we speak of Richter ! But his own Works give us 
some glimpses into his singular and noble nature ; and to oui 
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readers a few words on this man, certainly one of the niost 
remarkable of his age, will not seem thrown away. 

Except by name, Jean Paul Friedrich Richter is little known 
out of Germany. The only thing connected with him, we think, 
that has reached this country, is his saying, imported by Ma- 
dame de Stael, and thankfully pocketed by most newspaper 
critics : — * Providence has given to the French the empire of 
' the land, to the English that of the sea, to the Germans that 
* of — the air I* Of this last element, indeed, his own genius 
might easily seem to have been a denizen ; so fantastic, many- 
coloured, far-grasping, everyway perplexed and extraordinary 
is his mode of writing. To translate him properly is next to 
impossible; nay, a dictionary of his works has actually been in 
part published for ^he use of German readers I These things 
have restricted his sphere of action, and may long restrict it, to 
his own country : but there, in return, he is a favourite of the 
first class ; studied through all his intricacies with trustful ad- 
miration, and a love which tolerates much. During the last 
forty years, he has been continually before the public, in various 
capacities, and growing generally in esteem with all ranks of 
critics ; till, at length, his gainsayers have either been silenced 
or convinced ; and Jean Paul, at first reckoned half-mad, has 
long ago vindicated his singularities to nearly universal satis- 
faction, and now combines popularity with real depth of endow- 
ment, in perhaps a greater degree than any other writer; being 
second in the latter point to scarcely more than one of his con- 
temporaries, and in the former second to none. 

The biography of so distinguished a person could scarcely 
fail to be interesting, especially his autobiography ; which, ac- 
cordingly, we wait for, and may in time submit to our readers, 
if it seem worthy : meanwhile, the history of his life, so far as 
outward events characterise it, may be stated in a few words. 
He was born at Wunsiedel in Bayreuth, in March 1 763. His 
father was a subaltern teacher in the G)rmnasium of the place, 
and was afterwards promoted to be clergyman at Schwarzbach 
on the Saale. Richter's early education was of the scantiest 
sort ; but his fine faculties and unwearied diligence supplied 
every defect. Unable to purchase books, he borrowed what 
he could come at, and transcribed from them, often great part 
of their contents, — a, habit oi excerpting which continued with 
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him through life, and influenced, in more than one way, his 
mode of writing and study. To the last, be was an insatiable 
and universal reader ; so that his extracts accumulated on his 
hands, 'ilU they filled whole chests.' In 1780, he went to the 
University of Leipsic ; with the highest character, in spite of 
the impediments which he had struggled with, for talent and 
acquirement. Like his father, he was destined for Theology ; 
from which, however, his vagrant genius soon diverged into 
Poetry and Philosophy, to the neglect, and, ere long, to the 
final abandonment of his appointed profession. Not well know- 
ing what to do, he now accepted a tutorship in some family of 
rank ; then he had pupils in his own house, — which, however, 
like his way of life, he often changed ; for by this time he had 
become an author, and, in his wanderings over Gennany, was 
putting forth, now here, now there, the strangest books, with 
the strangest titles. For instance.^Greeiiiand Lawsuils; — 
Biographical Rscreatimts under the Cranium of a Giantess ;— 
SelecHoH from the Papers of the Devilj^anA the Kke ! In 
these indescribable performances, the splendid faculties of the 
writer, luxuriating as they seem in utter riot, could not be dis- 
puted ; nor, with all its extravagance, the fundamental strength, 
honesty and tenderness of his nature. Genius will reconcile 
men to much. By degrees, Jean Paul began to be considered 
not a strange crackbraincd mixture of enthusiast and buffoon, 
but a man of infinite humour, sensibility, force and penetration. 
His writings procured him friends and fame ; and at length a 
wife and a settled provision. With Caroline Mayer, liis good 
spouse, and a pension (in 1802) from the King of Bavaria, he 
settled in Bayreuth, the capital of his native province ; where 
he lived thenceforth, diligent and celebrated in many newTiepart- 
ments of Literature ; and died on the 14th of November 1825, 
loved as well as admired by all his countrymen, and most by 
those who had known him most intimately. 

A huge, irregular man, both in mind and person (for his 
Portrait is quite a physiognomical study), fiill of fire, strength 
and impetuosity, Richler seems, at the same time, to have 
been, in the highest degree, mild, simple-hearted, humane. He 
was fond of conversation, and might well shine in it: he talked, 
as he wrote, in a style of his own, full of wild strength and 
charms, to which his natural Bayreuth accent often gave addi- 
tional effect. Yet he loved retirement, the country and all na- 
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tural things ; from his youth upwards, he himself tells us, he 
may almost be said to have lived in the open air; it was among 
groves and meadows that he studied, — often that he wrote. 
Even in the streets of Bayreuth, we have heard, he was seldom 
seen without a flower in his breast. A man of quiet tastes, 
and warm compassionate affections I His friends he must have 
loved as few do. Of his poor and humble mother he often 
speaks by allusion, and never without reverence and overflow- 
ing tenderness. * Unhappy is the man,' says he, * for whom 

• his own mother has not made all other mothers venerable I* 
And elsewhere : • O thou who hast still a father and a mother, 

• thank God for it in the day when thy soul is full of joyful 

• tears, and needs a bosom wherein to shed them !' — ^We quote 
the following sentences from Doring, almost the only memor- 
able thing he has written in this Volume : 

• Richter's studying or sitting apartment offered, about this 
•time (1793), a true and beautiful emblem of his simple and 

• noble way of thought, which comprehended at once the high 

• and the low. Whilst his mother, who then lived with him, 

• busily pursued her household work, occupying herself about 

• stove and dresser, Jean Paul was sitting in a corner of the 
' same room, at a simple writing-desk, with few or no books 

• about him, but merely with one or two drawers containing ex- 

• cerpts and manuscripts. The jingle of the household opera- 

• tions seemed not at all to disturb him, any more than did the 

• cooing of the pigeons, which fluttered to and fro in the cham- 
« ber, — a place, indeed, of considerable size.'* 

Our venerable Hooker, we remember, also enjoyed *the 
jingle of household operations,' and the more questionable jingle 
of shrewd tongues to boot, while he wrote ; but the good thrifty 
mother, and the cooing pigeons, were wanting. Richter came 
afterwards to live in finer mansions, and had the great and 
learned for associates ; but the gentle feelings of those days 
abode with him : through life he was the same substantial, de- 
terminate, yet meek and tolerating man. It is seldom that so 
much rugged energy can be so blandly attempered ; that so 
much vehemence and so much softness will go together. 

The expected Edition of Richter's Works is to be in sixty 
volumes ; and they are no less multifarious than extensive ; em- 
bracing subjects of all sorts, from the highest problems of Tran- 

2 Page 8. 
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scendental Philosophy, and the most passionate poetical delinea- 
tions, to Golden Rules for the Weather-Prophet^ and instructions 
in the Art of Falling Asleep, His chief productions are Novels : 
the Unsichtbare Lege (Invisible Lodge); Flegeljahre (Wild- 
Oats) ; Ufe of Fixleinj the Jubelsenior (Parson in Jubilee) ; 
SchtnelzUs Journey to Flats; Katzenberget' s Journey to the 
Bath; Ufe of Fibel; with many lighter pieces ; and two works 
of a higher order, Hesperus and Titan^ the largest and the best 
of his Novels. It was the former that first (in 1795) intro- 
duced him into decisive and universal estimation with his coun- 
trymen : the latter he himself, with the most judicious of his 
critics, regarded as his masterpiece. But the name Novelist, 
as we in England must understand it, would ill describe so vast 
and discursive a genius : for, with all his grotesque, tumultuous 
pleasantry, Richter is a man of a truly earnest, nay high and 
solemn character ; and seldom writes without a meaning far be- 
yond the sphere of common romancers. Hesperus and Titan 
themselves, though in form nothing more than < novels of real 
life,* as the Minerva Press would say, have solid metal enough 
in them to furnish whole circulating libraries, were it beaten 
into the usual filigree ; and much which, attenuate it as we 
might, no quarterly subscriber could well carry with him. Amuse- 
ment is often, in part almost always, a mean with Richter; 
rarely or never his highest end. His thoughts, his feelings, the 
creations of his spirit, walk before us embodied under wondrous 
shapes, in motley and ever-fiuctuating groups ; but his essential 
character, however l\p disguise it, is that of a Philosopher and 
moral Poet, whose study has been human nature, whose delight 
and best endeavour are with all that is beautiful, and tender, 
and mysteriously sublime, in the fate or history of man. This 
is the purport of his writings, whether their form be that of fic- 
tion or pf truth ; the spirit that pervades and ennobles his de- 
lineations of common life, his wild wayward dreams, allegories, 
and shadowy imaginings, no less than his disquisitions of a na- 
ture directly scientific. 

But in this latter province also Richter has accomplished 
much. His Vorschule der Aesthetik (Introduction to ^Esthetics*) 

• From airWM/i*oi, to feel, A word invented by Baumgarten (some eighty 
3rears ago), to express generally the Science of the Fine Arts; and now in 
nniversal use among the Germans. Perhaps wc also might as well adopt 
it ; at least if any such science should ever arise among us. 
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Is a work on Poetic Art, based on principles of no ordinary 
depth and compass, abounding in noble views, and, notwith- 
standing its frolicsome exuberance, in sound and subtle criti- 
cism ; esteemed even in Germany, where criticism has long 
been treated of as a science, and by such persons as Winkel- 
mann, Kant, Herder, and the Schlegels. Of this work we could 
speak long, did our limits allow. We fear it might astonish 
many an honest brother of our craft, were he to read it ; and 
altogether perplex and dash his maturest counsels, if he chanced 
to understand it. — Richter has also written on Education, a 
work entitled Levanaj distinguished by keen practical sagacity, 
as well as generous sentiment, and a certain sober magnificence 
of speculation ; the whole presented in that singular style which 
characterises the man. Germany is rich in works on Educa- 
tion ; richer at present than any other country : it is there only 
that some echo of the Lockes and Miltons, speaking of this 
high matter, may still be heard ; and speaking of it in the lan- 
guage of our own time, with insight into the actual wants, ad- 
vantages, perils and prospects of this age. Among the writers 
on this subject Richter holds a high place ; if we look chiefly 
at his tendency and aims, perhaps the highest. — The Clavis 
Fichtiana is a ludicrous performance, known to us only by re- 
port ; but Richter is said to possess the merit, while he laughs 
at Fichte, of understanding him ; a merit among Fichte's critics 
which seems to be one of the rarest. Report also, we regret to 
say, is all that we know of the Campaner Thai, a Discourse on 
the Immortality of the Soul ; one of Richter*s beloved topics, 
or rather the hfe of his whole philosophy, glimpses of which 
look forth on us from almost every one of his writings. He 
died while engaged, under recent and almost total blindness, 
in enlarging and remodelling this Campaner Thai; the unfin- 
ished manuscript was borne upon his coffin to the burial vault : 
and Klopstock's hymn, * Auferstehen wirsi du, Thou shalt arise, 
my soul,* can seldom have been sung with more appropriate 
application than over the grave of Jean Paul. 

We defy the most careless or prejudiced reader to peruse 
these works without an impression of something splendid, won- 
derful and daring. But they require to be studied as well as 
read, and this with no ordinary patience, if the reader, espe- 
cially the foreign reader, wishes to comprehend rightly either 
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their tmth or their want of tnith. Tried by many an accepted 
standard, Richter would be speedily enough disposed of ; pro- 
nounced a mystic, a German dreamer, a rash and presumptuous 
innovator ; and so consigned, with equanimity, perhaps with a 
certain jubilee, to the Limbo appointed for aU such windbags 

I and deceptions. Originality is a thing we constantly clamour 
for, and constantly quarrel with ; as if, obsen-es our Author 
himself, any originality but our own could be expected to con- 
tent us ! In fact, all strange things are apt, without fault of 
theirs, to estrange us at first view ; unhappily scarcely anything 
is perfectly plain, but what Is also perfectly common. The cur- 
lent coin of the realm passes into all hands ; and be it goI<f, 
•" silver, or copper, is ac,ceptab]e and of known value l but with 
new ingots, with foreign bars, and medals of Corinthian brass, 
the case is widely different. 
There are few writers with whom deliberation and carefiil 
distrust of first impressions are more necessary than with Rich- i 
ter. He is a phenomenon from the very surface ; he presents | 
^^^ himself With a professed and determined singularity ; his Ian- 1 
V guage itself is a stone of stumbling to the critic ; to critics of j 
the grammarian species, an unpardonable, often an insuperable 
rock of offence. Not that he is ignorant of grammar, or dis- 
dains the sciences of spelling and parsing ; but he esercises 
both in a certain latitudinarian spirit ; deals with astonishing 
hberality in parentheses, dashes, and subsidiary clauses ; in- 
vents hundreds of new words, alters old ones, or by hyphen 
chains and pairs and packs them together into most jarring 
combination ; in short, produces sentences of the most hetero- 
geneous, lumbering, interminable kind. Figures without limit ; j 
indeed the whole is one tissue of metaphors, and similes, and I 
allusions to all the provinces of Earth, Sea and Air; inter- 
laced with epigrammatic breaks, vehement bursts, or sardonic 
turns, interjections, quips, puns, and even oaths ! A perfect 
Indian jungle it seems ;'a boundless, unparalleled imbroglio ; 
_^ , nothing on all sides but darkness, dissonance, confusion worse 
^_ 'S^ confounded ! Then the style of the whole corresponds, in per- 
^H^y plexity and extravagance, with that of the parts. Every work, 
H^^^ - be it fiction or serious treatise, is embaled in some fantastic 
^y t^ wrappage, some mad narrative accounting for its appearance, 
«-^ j and connecting it with the author, who generally becomes a 
J ^' petson in thedrama himself, before all is over. Hehasawhole 
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imaginary geography of Europe in his novels ; the cities of 
Flachsenfiagen, Haarbaar, Scheerau, and so forth, with their 
princes, and privy-counctUors, and serene highnesses ; most of 
whom, odd enough fellows everyway, are Richter's private ac- 
quaintances, talk with him of state matters (ia the purest Tory 
dialect), and often incite him to get on with his writing. No 
story proceeds without the most erratic digressions, and volu- 
minous tagrags rolling after it in many a snaky twine. Ever 
and anon there occurs some • Extra-le.if,' with its satirical peti- 
tion, program, or other wonderful intercalation, no mortal can 
foresee on what. It is, indeed, a mighty maie ; and often the 
panting reader toils after him in vain ; or, baiHed and spent, in- ^ 
dignantly stops short, and retires, perhaps forever. 

All this, we must admit, is true ofRichter; but much more 
is true also. Let us not turn from him after the first cursory 
glance,* and imagine we have settled his account by the words 
Rhapsody and Affectation. They are cheap words, and of 
sovereign potency ; we shoul4 see, therefore, that they be not 
rashly applied. Many things in Richter accord 111 with such a 
theory. There are rays of the keenest truth, nay steady pillars 
of scientific light rising through this chaos : Is it in fact a chaos; 
or may it be that our eyes are of finite, not of infinite vision, 
and have only missed the plan? Few ' rhapsodists' are menl 
of science, of solid learning, of rigorous study, and accurate,) 
extensive, nay universal knowledge ; as he is. With regard to* 
affectation also, there is much to be said. The essence of affect- 
ation is that it be assumed.' the character is, as it were, forcibly 
crushed into some foreign mould, in the hope of being thereby 
reshaped and beautified ; the unhappy man persuades himself 
tliat he has in truth become a new creature, of the wonderful- 
est symmetry ; and so he moves about with a conscious air, 
though every movement betrays not symmetry but dislocation. 
This it is to be affected, lowalk in a vain show. But the strange- 
ness alone is no proof of the vanity. Many men that move 
Biaoothly in the old-established railways of custom will be found 
o have their affectation ; and perhaps here and there some di- 
vergent genius be accused of it unjustly. The show, though 
common, may not cease to be vain; nor become so for being 
Before we censure a man for seeming what he 
; should be sure that we know what he is. As to 
X in particular, we cannot but observe, that, Strang axA 
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tumultuous as he is, there is a certain benign composure visible ' 
in his writings ; a mercy, a gladness, a reverence, united in 
such hannony as bespeaks not a false, but a genuine state of 
mind ; not a feverish and morbid, but a heahhy and robust 

The secret of the matter is, that Richter requires more 
study than most readers care to give him. As we approach 
more closely, many things grow clearer. In the man's own 
sphere there is consistency ; the farther we advance into it, we 
see confusion more and more unfold itself into order, till at 
last, viewed from its proper centre, his intellectual universe, no 
longer a distorted incoherent series of air-landscapes, coalesces 
into compact expansion ; a vast, magnificent, and variegated 
scene ; full of wondrous products ; rude, it may be, and irre- 
gular ; but gorgeous, benignant, great ; gay with the richest 
verdure and foliage, glittering in the brightest and kindest sun. 

Richter has been called an intellectual Colossus ; and in 
truth it is somewhat in this light that we view him. His facul- 
ties are' all of gigantic mould ; cumbrous, awkward in their 
movements ; large and splendid, rather than harmonious or 
beautiful; yet joined in living union; and of force and compass 
altogether extraordinary. He has an intellect vehement, rugged, 
irresistible ; crushing in pieces the hardest problems ; piercing 
into the most hidden combinations of things, and grasping the 
most distant r an imagination vague, sombre, splendid, or ap- 
palhng ; brooding over the abysses of Being ; wandering through 
Infinitude, and summoning before us, in its dim religious light, 
shapes of brilliancy, solemnity, or terror; a fancy of exuberance 
literally unexampled ; for it pours its treasures with a lavish- 
ness which knows no limit, hanging, like the sun, a jewel oa 
every grass-blade, and sowing the earth at large with orient 
pearl. But deeper than all these lies Humour, the ruling quality 
with Richter ; as it were the central fire that pervades and vivi- 
fies his whole being. He is a humorist from his inmost soul ; 
he thinks as a humorist, he feels, imagines, acts as a humorist: 
Sport is the element in which his nature lives and works, 
tumultuous element for such a nature, and wild work he makes 
in it 1 A Titan in his sport as in his earnestness, he oversteps 
all bound, and riots without law or measure. He heaps Pelion 
upon Ossa, and hurls the universe together and asunder like 
a. case of playthings. The Moon 'bombards' the Earth, being 
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a rebellious satellite ; Mars ' preaches' to the other planets, very 
sing^ular doctrine ; nay, we have Time and Space themselves 
playing fantastic tricks : it is an infinite masquerade ; all Nature 
is gone forth mumming in the strangest guises. 

Yet the anarchy is not without its purpose : these vizards 
are not mere hollow masks ; there are living faces under them, 
and this mumming has its significance. Richter is a man of 
mirth, but he seldom or never condescends to be a merry- 
andrew. Nay, in spite of its extravagance, we should say that 
his humour is of all his gifts intrinsically the finest and most 
genuine. It has such witching turns ; there is something in it 
so capricious, so quaint, so heartfelt. From his Cyclopean 
workshop, and its fuliginous limbecs, and huge unwieldy ma- 
chinery, the little shrivelled twisted Figure comes forth at last, 
so perfect and so living, to be forever laughed at and forever 
loved ! Wayward as he seems, he works not without forethought : 
like Rubens, by a single stroke he can change a laughing face 
into a sad one. But in his smile itself a touching pathos may 
lie hidden, a pity too deep for tears. He is a man of feeling, 
in the noblest sense of that word ; for he loves all living with 
the heart of a brother ; his soul rushes forth, in sympathy with 
gladness and sorrow, with goodness or grandeur, over all Crea- 
tion. Every gentle and generous affection, every thrill of mercy, 
every glow of nobleness, awakens in his bosom a response ; 
nay strikes his spirit into harmony ; a wild music as of wind- 
harps, floating round us in fitful swells, but soft sometimes, and 
pure and soul-entrancing, as the song of angels I Aversion 
itself with him is not hatred; he despises much, but justly, with 
tolerance also, with placidity, and even a sort of love. Love, 
in fact, is the atmosphere he breathes in, the medium through 
which he looks. His is the spirit which gives life and beauty 
to whatever it embraces. Inanimate Nature itself is no longer 
an insensible assemblage of colours and perfumes, but a mys- 
terious Presence, with which he communes in unutterable sym- 
pathies. We might call him, as he once called Herder, *a 
Priest of Nature, a mild Bramin,' wandering amid spicy groves, 
and under benignant skies. The infinite Night with her so- 
lemn aspects. Day, and the sweet approach of Even and Mom, 
are full of meaning for him. He loves the green Earth with 
her streams and forests, her flowery leas and eternal skies ; 
loves her with a sort of passion, in all her vicissitudes of light 
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far deeper than it seems, ' is that their activity, nilhout ceasing 
to be sure and earnest, become sport' True humour is sensi- 
bility, in the most catholic and deepest sense ; but it is this 
ifaH of sensibility : wholesome and perfect therefore ; as it 
were, the playful teasing fondness of a mother to her child. 

That faculty of irony, of caricature, which often passes by 
the name of humour, but consists chiefly in a certain superficial 
distortion or reversal of objects, and ends at best in laughter, 
bears no resemblance to the humour of Richier. A shallow 
endowment this ; and often more a habit than an endowment. 
It is but a poor fraction of humour ; or rather, it is the body to 
which the soul is wanting ; any life it has being false, artificial 
and ircationaL True humour springs not more from the head 
than from the heart ; it is not contempt, its essence is love ; it 
laughter, but in still smiles, which tie far deeper. 
It is a sort of inverse sublimity ; exalting, as it were, into our 
affections what is below us, while sublimity draws down into 
our allections what is above us. The former is scarcely less 
precious or heart-affecting than the latter; perhaps it is still 
and, as a test of genius, still more decisive. It is, in fact, 
the bloom and perfume, the purest effluence of a deep, fine and 
laving nature ; a nature in harmony with itself, reconciled to 
the world and its stintedness and contradiction, nay finding in 
this very contradiction new elements oi beauty as well as good- 
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ness. Among our own writers, Shakspeare, in this as in all 
other provinces, must have his place: yet not the first; his 
humour is heartfelt, exuberant, warm, but seldom the tenderest 
or most subtle. Swift inclines more to simple irony ; yet he 
had genuine humour too, and of no unloving sort, though cased, 
like Ben Jonson's, in a most bitter and caustic rind. Sterne 
follows next ; our last specimen of humour, and, with all his 
faults, our best ; our finest, if not our strongest ; for Yorick 
and Corporal Trim and Uncle Toby have yet no brother but in 
Don Quixote, far as he lies above them. Cervantes is indeed 
the purest of all humorists ,* so gentle and genial, so fiill yet so 
ethereal is his humour, and in such accordance with itself and 
his whole noble nature. The Italian mind is said to abound 
in humour; yet their classics seem to give us no right emblem 
of it : except perhaps in Ariosto, there appears little in their 
current poetry that reaches the region of true humour. In 
France, since the days of Montaigne, it seems to be nearly ex- 
tinct. Voltaire, much as he dealt in ridicule, never rises into 
humour ; even with Moli^re, it is far more an affair of the un- 
derstanding than of the character. 

That, in this point, Richter excels all German authors, is 
saying much for him, and maylse said truly. Lessing has hu- 
mour,— of a sharp, rigid, substantial, and, on the whole, genial 
sort ; yet the ruling bias of his mind is to logic. So likewise 
has Wieland, though much diluted by the general loquacity of 
his nature, and impoverished still farther by the influences of 
a cold, meagre, French scepticism. Among the Ramlers, Gel- 
lerts, Hagedoms, of Frederick the Second's time, we find abund- 
ance, and delicate in kind too, of that light matter which the 
French call pleasantry ; but little or nothing that deserves the 
name of humour. In the present age, however, there is Goethe, 
with a rich true vein ; and this sublimated, as it were, to an 
essence, and blended in still union with his whole mind. Tieck 
also, among his many fine susceptibilities, is not without a warm 
keen sense for the ridiculous ; and a humour rising, though by 
short fits, and from a much lower atmosphere, to be poetic. 
But of all these men, there is none that, in depth, copiousness 
and intensity of humour, can be compared with Jean Paul. He 
alone exists in humour ; lives, moves and has his being in it. 
With him it is not so much united to his other qualities, of in- 
tdUect, fancy, imagination, moral feeling, as these are united to 
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it ; or rather unite themselves to it, and grow under its warm 
as in their proper temperature and. climate. Not as if we me 
to assert that his humour is in all cases perfectly natural and 
pure ; nay, that it is not often extravagant, untrue, or e^ 
absurd : but still, on the whole, the core and life of it are gi 
uine, subtle, spiritual. Not without reason have his panegyrists 
named him ' Jean Paul der Kinsige, Jean Paul the Unique / 
in one sense or the other, either as praise or censure, his critics 
also must adopt this epithet ; for surely, in the whole circle of 
Literature, we look in vain for his parallel. Unite the sport- 
fulness of Rabelais, and the best sensibility of Sterne, with the 
earnestness, and, even in slight portions, the subhmity of Milton; 
and let the mosaic brain of old Burton give forth the work- , 
ings of this strange union, with the pen of Jeremy Bentham ! j 

To say how, with so peculiar a natural endowment, Richter 
should have shaped his mind by culture, is much harder than 
to say that he has shaped it wrong. Of affectation we will ' 
neither altogether clear him, nor very loudly pronounce him 
guilty. That his manner of writing is singular, nay in fact a 
wild complicated Arabesque, no one can deny. But the true 
question is. How nearly does this manner of writing represent 
his real manner of thinking and existing ? With what degree 
of freedom does it allow this particular form of being to mani- 
fest itself; or what fetters and perversions does it lay on such 
manifestation ? For the great law of culture is ; Let each be- 
come all that he was created capable of being ; expand, if pos- 
sible, to his (iill growth ; resisting all impediments, casting olT 
all foreign, especially all noxious adhesions ; and show himself 
. at length in his own shape and stature, be these what they 
\ may. /There is no uniform of excellence, either in physical or 
I spiritual Nature : all genuine things are what they ought to be. 

) The reindeer is good and beautiful, so likewise is the elephant, 

1 In Literature it is the same : ' every man,' says Lessing, ' has 
(his own style, like his own nose.' True, there are noses of 
wonderful dimensions; but no nose can justly be amputated by 
the public, — not even the nose of Slawkenbergius himself; so 
it be a real nose, and no wooden one put on for deception's 
sake and mere show ! 

To speak in grave language, Lessing means, and we agree 
with him, that the outward style is to be judged of by the in- I 
ward qualities of the spirit which it is employed tn b^dy forth; I 
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that, without prejudice to critical propriety well understood, the 
former may vary into many shapes as the latter varies ; that, 
in short, the grand point for a writer is not to be of this or ^ 

that external make and fashion, but, in every fashion, to be 
"genuine, vigorous, alive, — alive with his whole being, con- 
sciously, and for beneficent results. 

Tried by this test, we imagine Richter's wild manner will 
be found less imperfect than many a very tame one. To the 
man it noay not be unsuitable. In that singular form there is 
a fire, a splendour, a benign energy, which persuades us into 
tolerance, nay into love, of much that might otherwise offend. 
Above all, this man, alloyed with imperfections as he may be, f 
is consistent and coherent : he is at one with himself ; he knows 
nis aims, and pursues them in sincerity of heart, joyfully and 
with undivided will. A harmonious development of being, the 
first and last object of all true culture, has been obtained ; if not 
completely, at least more completely than in one of a thousand 
ordinary men. Nor let us forget that, in such a nature, it was 
not of easy attainment ; that where much was to be developed, 
some imperfection should be forgiven. It is true, the beaten 
paths of Literature lead the safeliestto the goal ; and the talent 
pleases us most, which submits to shine with new gracefulness 
through old forms. Nor is the noblest and most peculiar mind 
too noble or peculiar for working by prescribed laws: Sophocles, 
Shakspeare, Cervantes, and in Richter's own age, Goethe, how ^ 
little did they innovate on the given forms of composition, how 
much in the spirit they breathed into them ! All this is true ; 
apH Richter must lose of oiu: esteem in proportion. Much, 
however, will remain ; and why should we quarrel with the high, 
because it is not the highest ? Richter's worst faults are nearly 
allied to his best merits ; being chiefly exuberance of good, ir- 
r^ular squandering of wealth, a dazzling with excess of true 
lighu These things may be pardoned the more readily, as they 
are little likely to be imitated. 

On the whole, Genius has privileges of its own ; it selects 
an orbit for itself; and be this never so eccentric, if it is in- 
deed a celestial orbit, we mere stargazers must at last compose 
ourselves ; must cease to cavil at it, and begin to observe it, 
and calculate its laws. That Richter is a new Planet in the 
intdlectual heavens, we dare not affirm ; an atmospheric Meteor 
be is not wholly ; perhaps a Comet, that, though with long 
Vou I. c 



I 



OrKkkMB's i^tni^ WoA^ «r^ opkaoas. Us gcnod 

(■( hit Koit^ «e mzT SIT. dU^ eac^ B sob 
aad ikaM cUdlr of Ac i*wrtw cbsi, tlwr we not wbat. in 
Mrict liP|,i in.! . «c out tarn natics : with onk]) cmiUdajMn 
tevrfpan^ it Boac Aat ■nraf ikcB lencs on as the ii 

fiiiiiBi iif I iiiifiii. hiiMiiii,! wwi . iiiiiTiiiiiTiii ■Iiiili A tr 
woA of an ictyves to beykco^B the nimd of its creator, an 
as it wen; pflniful farth {fai^ his wniipMaltnii. ^nogh not fro 
his pen) at oae liiiialliiiiiiiii gash. Rkhlo's woiks do not at 
wxjsheaxsaSeicaavaAsitbxnag'beeaia/tuMMj yet neither 
are they marif rivettd together ; to say the least, they have 
beenavilA^ A cinular remaifc app&es to many of his cfaarac- 
lera ; indeed, mon or less to all of them, exc^tt such a 
entirely humorous, or have a Urge dash of humour. In this 
latter province be is at home ; a true poet, a maker ; his Sie- 
benkds, bis Schnulile, even his FiM and FixldH are living 
figures. But in heroic personages, passionate, massive, ov 
powering as he is, ire have scarcely ever a complete Ideal ; 
has not attained to the concealment of itself. With his heroines 
again he is more successful; they are often true heroin bs, though 
perhaps with too little variety of character ; bustling, buxom 
mothers and housewives, with all the caprices, perversities, and 
warm generous helpfulness of women ; or while, half-angelic 
creatures, meek, still, long-suffering, high-minded, of tenderesC 
affections, and hearts crushed yet uncomplaining. Supernatural 
figures he has not attempted ; and wisely, for he cannot write 
without belief. Yet many times he exhibits an imagination of 
a singularity, nay on the whole, of a truth and grandeur, u 
ampled elsewhere. In his Dreams there is a mystic complexity, 
a gloom, and amid the dim gigantic half- ghastly shadows 
gleamings of a wizard splendour, which almost recall to us thi 
visions of Ezekiel. By readers who have studied the Dream it 
the New-year's Eve we shall not be mistaken. 

Richter's Philosophy, a matter of no ordinary interest both 
u it agrees with the common philosophy of Germany and dis- 
BgrecB with it, must not be touched on for the present. One 
only obiervation we shall make : it is not mechanical, or %• 
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tical ; it springs not from the forum or the laboratory, but from 
the depths of the human spirit ; and yields as its fairest product 
a noble system of Morality, and the firmest conviction of Reli- 
gion. In this latter point we reckon him peculiarly worthy of 
study. To a careless reader he might seem the wildest of in- 
fidels ; for nothing can exceed the freedom with which he 
bandies to and fro the dogmas of religion, nay, sometimes, the 
highest objects of Christian reverence. There are passages of 
this sort, which will occur to every reader of Richter; but which, 
not to fall into the error we have already blamed in Madame 
de Stael, we shall refrain from quoting. More light is in the 
following : • Or,* inquires he, in his usual abrupt way, • Or are 

• all your Mosques, Episcopal Churches, Pagodas, Chapels of 

• Ease, Tabernacles, and Pantheons, anything else but the 

• Ethnic Forecourt of the Invisible Temple and its Holy of 

• Holies ?'* Yet, independently of all dogmas, nay perhaps in 
spite of many, Richter is, in the highest sense of the word, re- 
ligious. A reverence, not a self-interested fear, but a noble 
reverence for the spirit of all goodness, forms the crown and 
glory of his culture. The fiery elements of his nature have 
been purified under holy influences, and chastened by a prin- 
ciple of mercy and humility into peace and well-doing. An in- 
tense and continual faith in man's immortality and native 
grandeur accompanies him ; from amid the vortices of life he 
looks up to a heavenly loadstar ; the solution of what is visible 
and transient, he finds in what is invisible and eternal. He 
has doubted, he denies, yet he believes. * When, in your last 

• hour,* says he,^ * when, in your last hour (think of this), all 

• faculty in the broken spirit shall fade away and die into in- 

• anity, — imagination, thought, effort, enjoyment, — then at last 

• will the night-flower of Belief alone continue blooming, and 

• refresh with its perfumes in the last darkness.' 

To reconcile these seeming contradictions, to explain the 
grounds, the manner, the congruity of Richter*s belief, cannot 
be attempted here. We recommend him to the study, the toler- 
ance, and even the praise, of all men who have inquired into 
this highest of questions with a right spirit ; inquired with the 
martyr fearlessness, but also with the martyr reverence, of men 
that love Truth, and will not accept a lie. A frank, fearless, hon- 
est, yet truly spiritual faith is of all things the rarest in our time. 

^ Note to SchmelzUs Journey, ^ Lnfotut, p. a5z« 
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Of writings which, though with many reservations, we have 
praised so much, our hesitating readers may demand some 
specimen. To unbelievers, unhappily, we have none of a con- 
vincing sort to give. Ask us not to represent tiie Peruvian 
forests by three twigs plucked from them ; or the cataracts of 
the Nile by a handful of Its water 1 To those, meanwhile, who 
will look on twigs as mere dissevered twigs, and a handful of 
water as only so many drops, we present the following. It is 
a summer Sunday night ; Jea.n Paul is taking leave of the Huke- 
lom Parson and his Wife; tike him we have long laughed at them 
or wept for them ; like him, also, we are sad to part baia them : 

' We wwe all of us too deeply moved. We at last tore ourselves 
asunder from repeated embraces ; my friend retired with the soul whom 
he loves. I remained alone behind with the Night 

'And I walked without aim throngh woods, through volleys, and 
over brooks, and through sleeping villages, to enjoy the great Night, 
■ like a Day. I walked, and still looked, like the magnet, to the rcgioa 
of midnight, lo strengthen m7 heajt at the gleaming twilight, at thia 
upstretching aurora of a moming beoeatb our feeL White night-butter- 
flies flitted, white blossoms fluttered, white stars fell, and the white soow- 
powder htwg silvery in the high Shadow of the Earth, which reaches ■ 
I beyond the Moon, and which is our Nighl. Then b^an the ^olian 
Harp of the Creation to tremble and lo sound, blown on from above ; 
and my immortal Soul was a slrit^g in that Harp. — The heart of a 
"brother, everlasting Man, swelled under the everlasting heaven, as the 
&eas swell under the sun and ander the moon. — The distant village- 
clocks stmck midnight, mingling, as it were, with the ever-pealing tone 
of ancient Eternity. — The limbs of my buried ones touched eold on my 
soul, and drove away its blols, as dead hands heal eruptions of the skin. 
— I walked silently through little liamlels, and close by thdr outer 
churchyards, where crumbled upcast coMn-boards were glimmering, 
while the once-bright eyes that had lain in them were mouldered into 
gray ashes. Cold thought I clutch not like a. cold spectre at my heart : 
I look up to the Etany sky, and an everlasting chain stretches thither, 
and over, and below; and all is Life, and Warmth, and Light, and all 
ii Godlike or God. . . . 

' Towards moming I descried thy late lights, little city of my dwell- 
ing, which I belong to on this side the grave ; I returned to the Earth ; 
and m thy steeples, behmd the by-advanced great midnight, it struck 
half-piist two: about this hour, in 1794, Mars went down in the west, 
and the Moon rose in llie east.; and my soul desired, in grief for the 
noble warlike blood which is still streaming on the blossoens of Spring: 
"Ah, relire, bloody War, like red Mars; and thou, still Peace, c>ime 
forth like the mild divided Moon.'"* 

* End of QuiHlui Fix/tin, 
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Sucli, seen through no uncoloured medium, but in dim re- 
moteness, and sketched in hurried transitory outline, are some 
features of Jean Paul Friedrich Richter and his Works. Ger- 
many has long loved him ; to England also he must one day 
become known ; for a man of this magnitude belongs not to one 
people, but to the world. What our countrymen may decide 
of him, still more what may be his fortune with posterity, we 
will not try to foretell. Time has a strange contracting influ- 
ence on many a wide-spread fame ; yet of Richter we will say, 
that he may survive much. There is in him that which does 
not die ; that Beauty and Earnestness of soul, that spirit of 
Humanity, of Love and mild Wisdom, over which the vicissi- 
tudes of mode have no sway. This is that excellence of the 
inmost nature which alone confers immortality on writings ; that 
charm which still, under every defacement, binds us to the pages 
of our own Hookers, and Taylors, and Brownes, when their way 
of thought has long ceased to be ours, and the most valued of 
their merely intellectual opinions have passed away, as ours too 
must do, with the circumstances and events in which they took 
their shape or rise. To men of a right mind there may long 
be in Richter much that has attraction and value. In the moral 
desert of vulgar Literature, with its sandy wastes, and parched, 
bitter and too often poisonous shrubs, the Writings of this man 
will rise in their irregular luxuriance, like a cluster of date-trees, 
with its greensward and well of water, to refresh the pilgrim, in 
the sultry solitude, with nourishment and shade. 



STATE OF GERMAN LITERATURE.* 

rHESt! two Books, notwithstanding their diversity of titl^' 
properly parts of one and the same ; the Outlines, though of 
prior date in regard to publication, having now assumed the 
character of sequel and conclusion to the larger Work, — of 
fourth viilume to the other three. It is designed, of course, 
for the home market ; yet the foreign student also will find in 
it a safe and valuable help, and, in spite of its imperfections, 
should receive it with thankfulness and goodwill. Doubtless 
we might have wished for a keener discriminative and descrip- 
tive talent, and perhaps for a somewhat more catholic spirit, 
in the writer of such a history ; but in their absence we have 
still much to praise. Horn's literary creed would, on the 
whole, we believe, be acknowledged by his countrymen as the 
true one ; and this, though it is chiefly from one immovable 
•tation that he can survey his subject, he seems heartily anxi- 
ous to apply with candour and tolerance. Another improve- 
ment might have been, a deeper principle of arrangement, a. 
firmer grouping into periods and schools ; for, as it stands, the 
work is more a critical sketch of German Poets, than a history 
of German Poetry. 

Let us not quarrel, however, with our author ; his merits 
as a literary historian are plain, and by no means ir.consider- 
ab!e. Without rivalling the almost frightful laboriousness of 
Bouterwck or Eichhorn, he gives creditable proofs of research 
and general information, and possesses a lightness in compo- 
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sition, to which neither of these erudite persons can well pre- 
tend. Undoubtedly he has a flowing pen, and is at home in 
this province ; not only a speaker of the word, indeed, but a 
doer of the work ; having written, besides his great variety of 
tracts and treatises, biographical, philosophical and critical, 
several very deserving works of a poetic sort. He is not, it 
must be owned, a very strong man, but he is nimble and or- 
derly, and goes through his work with a certain gaiety of 
heart ; nay, at times, with a frolicsome alacrity which might 
even require to be pardoned. His character seems full of sus- 
ceptibility ; perhaps too much so for its natural vigour. His 
novels, accordingly, to judge from the few we have read of 
them, verge towards the sentimental. In the present Work, in 
like manner, he has adopted nearly all the best ideas of his 
contemporaries, but with something of an undue vehemence ; 
and he advocates the cause of religion, integrity and true 
poetic taste with great heartiness and vivacity, were it not that 
too often his zeal outruns his prudence and insight. Thus, for 
instance, he declares repeatedly, in so many words, that no 
mortal can be a poet unless he is a Christian. The meaning 
here is very good ; but why this phraseology ? Is it not in- 
viting the simple-minded (not to speak of scoffers, whom Horn 
very justly sniffs at) to ask. When Homer subscribed the 
Thirty-nine Articles ; or Whether Sadi and Hafiz were really 
of the Bishop of Peterborough's opinion ? Again, he talks too 
often of * representing the Infinite in the Finite,* of expresshig 
the unspeakable, and such high matters. In fact, Horn's style, 
though extremely readable, has one great fault ; it is, to speak 
it in a single word, an affected style. His stream of meaning, 
uniformly clear and wholesome in itself^ will not flow quietly 
along its channel ; but is ever and anon spurting itself up into 
epigrams and antithetic jets. Playful he is, and kindly, and, 
we do believe, honest-hearted ; but there is a certain snappish- 
ness in him, a frisking abruptness ; and then his sport is more 
a perpetual giggle, than any dignified smile, or even any suffi- 
cient laugh with gravity succeeding it. This sentence is among 
the best we recollect of him, and will partly illustrate what we 
mean. We submit it, for the sake of its import likewise, to all 
superfine speculators on the Reformation, in their future con- 
trasts of Luther and Erasmus. * Erasmus,' says Horn, 'be- 
' longs to that species of writers who haye all the 4^sire in tl^9 
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' world [0 build God Almighty a magnificent church, — at I 
' same time, however, not giving the Devil any offence ; 
' whom, accordingly, they set up a neat little chapel close by, 
' where you can offer him some touch of sacrifice at a time, 
' and practise a quiet household devotion for him without dis- 
' turbance,' In this style of 'witty and conceited mirth,' co 
sitlcrable part of the book is written. 

But our chief business at present is not with Franz Hoi 
or his book ; of whom, accordingly, recommending his labours 
to all inquisitive students of German, and himself to good 
timation with all good men, we must here take leave. 
have a word or two to say on that strange Literature itself ; 
concerning which our readers probably feel more curious t 
learn what it is, than with what skill it has been judged of. 

Above a century ago, the Pfire Bouhours propounded t 
himself the pregnant question : St un Allemaiid pent avoir t, 
fespritt Had the P&re Bouhours bethought him of what com 
try Kepler and Leibnitz were, or who it was that gave to 
mankind the three great elements of modern civilisation, Gun- 
powder, Printiltg and the ProtfiStant Religion, it might have 
thrown light on his inquiry. Had he known the Nibelungen 
Ued, and where Reinecke Fucks, and Faust, and the Ship o/ 
Fools, and four-fifths of all the popular mythology, humour and 
romance to be found in Europe in the sixteenth and se\ 
teenth centuries, took its rise ; had he read a page or tw( 
Ulrich Hulten, Opitz, Paul Flemming, Logau, or even Lohen- 
Btein and Hoffman nswaldau, all of whom had already lived 
and written in his day ; had the P^re Bouhours taken this 
trouble, — who knows but he might have found, with whatever 
amaiemcnt, that a German could actually have a little esprit, 
or perhaps even something better ? No such trouble was r 
quisite for the Pire Bouhours. Motion in vacuo is well known 
to be speedier and surer than through a resisting medium, 
especially to impionderous bodies ; and so the light Jesuit, u 
impeded by facts or principles of any kind, failed not to reach 
his conclusion ; and, in a comfortable frame of mind, to 
cide, negatively, that a German could not have any literary 
talent. 

Thus did the F&re Bouhours evince that he had a pleasant 
wit ; but in the end he has paid dear for it. Tbo Fivsicts 
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themselves, have long since begun to know something of the 
Gennans, and something also of their own critical Daniel; and 
now it is by this one ««timely joke that the hapless Jesuit is 
doomed to live ; for the blessing of full oblivion is denied him, 
and so he hangs, suspended in his own noose, over the dutky 
pool, which he struggles toward, but for a great while will not 
reach. Might his fate but serve as a warning to kindred men 
of wit, in regard to this and so many other subjects I For 
surely the pleasure of despising, at all times and in itself a 
dangerous luxury, is much safer after the toil of examining 
than before it. 

We altogether differ from the P^re Bouhours in this mat- 
ter, and must endeavour to discuss it differently. There is, in 
fact, much in the present aspect of German Literature, not 
only deserving notice but deep consideration from all thinking 
men, and far too complex for being handled in the way of epi- 
gram. It is always advantageous to think justly of our neigh- 
bours : nay, in mere common honesty, it is a duty ; and, like 
every other duty, brings its own reward. Perhaps at the pre- 
sent era this duty is more essential than ever ; an era of such 
promise and such threatening, when so many elements of good 
and evil are everywhere in conflict, and human society is, as it 
were, struggling to body itself forth anew, and so many col- 
oured rays are springing up in this quarter and in that, which 
only by their union can produce pure ligki. Happily, too, 
though still a difficult, it is no longer an impossible duty ; for 
the conmierce in material things has paved roads for commerce 
in things spiritual, and a true thought, or a noble creation, passes 
lightly to us from the remotest countries, provided only our 
minds be open to receive it. This, indeed, is a rigorous pro- 
viso, and a great obstacle lies in it ; one which to many must 
be insurmountable, yet which it is the chief glory of social cul- 
ture to surmount. For, if a man who mistakes his own con- 
tracted individuality for the type of human nature, and deals 
with whatever contradicts him as if it contradicted this, is but 
a pedant, and without true wisdom, be he furnished with par- 
tial equipments as he may, — what better shall we think of a 
nation that, in like manner, isolates itself from foreign influ- 
ence, regards its own modes as so many laws of nature, and 
tig«ts all that is different as unworthy even of examination ? 

Of this narrow and perverted condition, the French, do^vn 
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almost to our own times, have afforded a remarkable and in- 
structive example ; as indeed of late they have been often 
enough «pbraidingly reminded, and are now themselves, in a 
manlier spirit, beginning to admit. That our countrjinen have 
at any time erred much in this point, cannot, we think, truly 
be alleged against them. Neither shall we say, with some pas- 
sionaie admirers of Germany, that to the Germans in particu- 
lar they have been unjust. It is true the Uterature and character 
of that country, which, within the last half century, have been 
more worthy perhaps than any other of our study and regard, 
are still very generally unknown to us, or, what is worse, mis- 
known ; but for this there are not wanting less offensive rea- 
sons. That the false and tawdry ware, which was in all bands, 
should reach us before the chaste and truly excellent, which it 
required some excellence to recognise ; that Kotiebue's in- 
sanity should have spread faster, by some fifty years, than 
Lessing's wisdom ; that Kant's Philosophy should stand in the 
background as a dreary and abortive dream, and Gall's Crani- 
ology be held out to us from every booth as a reality ; — all this 
lay in the nature of the case. That many readers should draw 
conclusions from imperfect premises, and by the imports judge 
too hastily of the stock imported from, was likewise natural. 
No unfair bias, no unwise indisposition, that we are aware ofj 
/ has ever been at work in the matter ; perhaps, at worst, a de- 
gree of indolence, a blamable incuriosity to all products of 
foreign genius ; for what more do we know of recent Spanish 
or Italian literature, than of German ; of Grossi and Manioni, 
of Campomanes or Jovellanos, than of Tieck and Richter ? 
Wherever German art, in those forms of it which need no in- 
terpreter, has addressed us immediately, our recognition of it 
has been prompt and hearty ; from Diirer to Mengs, from 
Handel to Weber and Beethoven, we have welcomed the 
painters and musicians of Germany, rot only to our praise, but 
to our affections and beneficence. Nor, if in their literature we 
have been more backward, is the literature itself without blame. 
Two centuries ago, translations from Ihe German were cc 
paratively frequent in England : Luther's Table-Talk is still a 
venerable classic in our language ; nay, Jacob Bohme has 
found a place among us, and this not as a dead letter, but f 
a Uving apostle to a still living sect of our religionists. In tL« 
nest century, indeed, translation ceased ; but ihen il was, in » 
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great measure, because there was little worth translating. The 
horrors of the Thirty-Years War, followed by the conquests 
and conflagrations of Louis the Fourteenth, had desolated the 
country ; French influence, extending from the courts of princes 
to the closets of the learned, lay like a baleful incubus over 
the far nobler mind of Germany ; and all true nationality van- 
ished from its literature, or was heard only in faint tones, 
which lived in the hearts of the people, but could not reach 
with any effect to the ears of foreigners.^ And now that the 
genius of the country has awakened in its old strength, our 
attention to it has certainly awakened also ; and if we yet know 
little or nothing of the Germans, it is not because we wilfully 

• Not that the Germans were idle ; or altogether engaged, as we too 
loosely suppose, in the work of commentary and lexicography. On the con- 
trary, they rhymed and romanced with due vigour as to quantity ; only the 
quality was bad. Two facts on this head may deserve mention : In the yeat 
1749 there were found in the Ubrary of one virtuoso no fewer than 300 volumes 
of devotional poetry, containing, says Horn, 'a treasure of 33,712 German 
hymns ;' and, much about the same period, one of Gottsched's scholars had 
amassed as many as 1500 German novels, all of the seventeenth century. 
The h3mins we understand to be much better than the novels, or rather, per- 
haps, the novels to be much worse than the hymns. Neither was critical 
study neglected, nor indeed honest endeavour on all hands to attain im- 
provement : witness the strange books from time to time put forth, and the 
still stranger institutions established for this purpose. Among the former we 
have the 'Poetical Funnel' {Poetische Trichter), manufactured at NUrnberg 
in 1650, and professing, within six hours, to pour-in the whole essence of 
this difficult art into the most unfurnished head. Numberg also was the 
chief seat of the famous Meistersdnger and their SdngerzUnfte^ or Singer- 
guilds, in which poetry was taught and practised like any other handicraft, 
and this by sober and well-meaning men, chiefly artisans, who could not 
understand why labour, which manufactured so many things, should not 
also manufacture another. Of these tuneful guild-brethren, Hans Sachs, by 
trade a shoemaker, is greatly the most noted and most notable. His father 
was a tailor ; he himself learned the mystery of song under one Nunnebeck, 
a weaver, lie was an adherent of his great contemporary Luther, who has 
even deigned to acknowledge his services in the cause of the Reformation, 
How diligent a labourer Sachs must have been, will appear from the fact, 
that, in his 74th year (1568), on examining his stock for publication, he 
found that he had written 6048 poetical pieces, among which were 208 tra- 
gedies and comedies ; and this besides having all along kept house, hke an 
honest Ntimberg burgher, by assiduous and sufficient shoe-making ! Hans 
is not without genius, and a shrewd irony ; and, above all, the most gay, 
childlike, yet devout and solid character. A man neither to be despised nor 
patronised ; but left standing on his own basis, as a singular product, and a 
still legible symbol and clear mirror of the time and country where he lived. 
His b^t piece known to us, and many are well worth perusing, is the Fast'* 
nachtsspiel (Shrovetide Farce) of the Narrenschneiden, where the Doctor 
tures a bloated and lethargic patient by cutting-out half-a-4ozen PooU from 
bis interior ( 
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do them wrong, but, in good part, because they are somewhat 
difficult to know. 

In fact, prepossessions of all sorts naturally enough i 
their place here. A country which has no national literature, 
or a literature too insignificant to force its way abroad, r 
always be, to its neighbours, at least in every impwrtant spiritual 
respect, an unknown and misestimated country. Its towns may 
figure on our maps ; its revenues, population, manufactures, 
political connexions, may be recorded in statistical books r but 
the character of the people has no symbol and no voice ; \ 
cannot know them by speech and discourse, but only by me 
sight and outward observation of their manners and procedur 
Now, if both sight and speech, if both travellers and nati' 
literature, are found but ineffectual in this respect, how incal- 
culably more so the former alone I To seiie a character, e 
that of one man, in its life and secret mechanism, requires a 
philosopher ; to delineate it with truth and impressiveness, is 
work for a poet. How shall one or two sleek clerical tutors, 
with here and there a tedium-stricken 'squire, or speculative 
half-pay captain, give us views on such a subject ? How shaH 
a man, to whom all characters of individual men arc like sealed 
books, of which he sees only the title and the covers, decipher, 
from his four-wheeled vehicle, and depict to us, the character 
of a nation F He courageously depicts his own optical delu- 
sions ; notes this to be incomprehensible, that other to be 
significant ; much to be good, much to be bad, and mosl 
all indifferent ; and so, with a few flowing strokes, completes 
a picture which, though it may not even resemble any possible 
object, his countrymen are to take for a national portrait. Nor 
is the fraud so readily detected : for the character of a people 
has such complexity of aspect, that even the honest observer 
knows not always, not perhaps after long inspection, what ti 
determine regarding it. From his, only accidental, point of 
view, the figure stands before him like the tracings on veined 
marble, — a mass of mere random lines, and tints, and t 
tangled strokes, out of which a lively fancy may shape almost 
any image. But the image he brings along with him is alw 
the readiest ; this is tried, it answers as well as another ; and 
a second voucher now testifies its correctness. Thus each, i 
confident tones, though it may be with a secret misgivir.g, r 
peals his precursor ; the hundred times repeated comes in tl 
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end to be believed ; the foreign nation is now once for all un« 
derstood, decided on, and registered accordingly ; and dunce 
the thousandth writes of it like dunce the first. 

With the aid of literary and intellectual intercourse, much 
of this falsehood may, no doubt, be corrected : yet even here, 
sound judgment is far from easy ; and most national charac- 
ters are still, as Hume long ago complained, the product 
rather of popular prejudice than of philosophic insight. That 
the Germans, in particular, have by no means escaped such 
misrepresentation, nay perhaps have had more than the com- 
mon share of it, cannot, in their circumstances, surprise us. 
From the time of Opitz and Flemming, to those of Klopstock 
and Lessing, — that is, from the early part of the seventeenth to 
the middle of the eighteenth century, — they had scarcely any 
literature known abroad, or deserving to be known : their poli- 
tical condition, duiing this same period, was oppressive and 
everyway unfortunate externally ; and at home, the nation, split 
into so many factions and petty states, had lost all feeling of 
itself as of a nation ; and its energies in arts as in arms were 
manifested only in detail, too often in collision, and always 
under foreign influence. The French, at once their plunderers 
and their scoffers, described them to the rest of Europe as a 
semi-barbarous people ,* which comfortable fact the rest of Eu- 
rope was willing enough to take on their word. During the 
greater part of the last century, the Germans, in our intel- 
lectual survey of the world, were quietly omitted ; a vague 
contemptuous ignorance prevailed respecting them ; it was a 
Cimmerian land, where, if a few sparks did glimmer, it was 
but so as to testify their own existence, too feebly to enlighten 
us.^ The Germans passed for apprentices in all provinces of 
art ; and many foreign craftsmen scarcely allowed them so 
much. 

• So late as the year 1811, we find, from Pinkerton's Geography^ the sole 
representative of German literature to be Gottshed (with his name wrong 
spelt),, 'who first introduced a more refined style.' — Gottsched has been 
dead the greater part of a century ; and, for the last fifty years, ranks among 
the Germans soinewliat as Prynne or Alexander Ross does among ourselves. 
A man of a cold, rigid, perseverant character, who mistook himself for a 
poet and the peifection of critics, and had skill to pass current during the 
greater part of his literary life for such. On the strength of his Boileau 
and BatUux, he long reigned supreme ; but it was like Night, in rayless 
majesty, and over a sluinbering people. They awoke before nis death, and 
nurled him, perhaps too indignantly, into his native Abyss. 
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Madame de Stael's book has done away with this : all Eu- 
rope is now aware that the Germans are something ; some- 
thing independent and apart from others ; nay something deep, 
imposing and, if not admirable, wonderfiil. What that some- 
thing is, indeed, is still undecided ; for this gifted lady's Allt' 
magne, in doing much to excite curiosity, has still done little 
to satisfy or even direct it. We can no longer make ignorance 
a boast, but we are yet far from having acquired right know- 
ledge ; and cavillers, excluded from contemptuous negation, 
have found a resource in almost as contemptuous assertion. 
Translators are the same faithless and stolid race that they 
have ever been ; the particle of gold they bring 
hidden from all but the most patient eye, among shiploads of 
yellow sand and sulphur. Gentle Dulness too, ■ " ■ 
other things, still loves her joke. The Germans, though much 
more attended to, are perhaps not less mistaken than before. 

Doubtless, however, there is in this increased 
progress towards the truth ; which it is only investigati 
discussion that can help us to find. The study of German 
literature has already taken such firm root among 
spreading so visibly, that by and by, as we believe, the true 
character of it must and will become known. A result, which 
is to bring us into closer and friendlier union with forty mil- 
lions of civilised men, cannot surely be other than desirable. 
If they have precious truth to impart, we shall receive it as the 
highest of alt gifts ; if error, we shall not only reject it, but ex- 
plain it and trace out its origin, and so help our brethren also 
to reject it. In either point of view, and for all profitable pur- 
poses of national intercourse, correct knowledge is the first 
and indispensable preliminary. 

Meanwhile, errors of all sorts prevail on this subject : even 
among men of sense and liberality we haye found so much 
hallucination, so many groundless or half-grounded objections 
to German literature, that the tone in which a multitude of 
other men. speak of it cannot appear extraordinary. To much 
of this, even a slight knowledge of the Germans would furnish 
a sufficient answer. We have thought it might be useful were 
the chief of these objections marshalled in distinct order^ and 
examined with what degree of light and fairness is at our dis- 
posal. In attempting this, we are vain enough, for reasons 
already stated, to fancy ourselves discharging what is in some 
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sort a national duty. It is unworthy of one great people to 
think falsely of another ; it is unjust, and therefore unworthy. 
Of the injury it does to ourselves we do not speak, for that is 
an inferior consideration : yet surely if the praad principle of 
free intercourse is so profitable in material commerce, much 
more must it be in the commerce of the mind, the products of 
which are thereby not so much transported out of one country 
into another, as multiplied over all, for the benefit of all, and 
without loss to any. If that man is a benefactor to the world 
who causes two ears of com to grow where only one grew be- 
fore, much more is he a benefactor who causes two truths to 
grow up together in harmony and mutual confirmation, where 
before only one stood solitary, and, on that side at least, in- 
tolerant and hostile. 

In dealing with the host of objections which front us on 
this subject, we think it may be convenient to range them under 
two principal heads. The first, as respects chiefly unsound- 
ness or imperfection of sentiment ; an error which may in gene- 
ral be denominated Bad Taste, The second, as respects chiefly */ 
a wrong condition of intellect ; an error which may be desig- 
nated by the general title of Mysticism. Both of these, no 
doubt, are partly connected ; and each, in some degree, springs 
from and returns into the other : yet, for present purposes, the 
divisions may be precise enough. 

First, then, of the first: It is objected that the Germans 
have a radically bad taste. This is a deep-rooted objection, 
which assumes many forms, and extends through many ramifi- 
cations. Among men of less acquaintance with the subject of 
German taste, or of taste in general, the spirit of the accusa- 
tion seems to be somewhat as follows : That the Germans, with 
much natural susceptibility, are still in a rather coarse and un- 
cultivated state of mind ; displaying, with the energy and other 
virtues of a rude people, many of their vices also; in particular, 
a certain wild and headlong temper, which seizes on all things 
too hastily and impetuously ; weeps, storms, loves, hates, too 
fiercely and vociferously ; delighting in coarse excitements, 
such as flaring contrasts, vulgar horrors, and all sorts of showy 
exaggeration. Their literature, in particular, is thought to 
dwell with peculiar complacency among wizards and ruined 
towers, with mailed knights, secret tribunals, monks, spectres 
and banditti : on the other hand, there is an undue lore ol 
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moonlight, and mossy fountains, and the moral sublime : dwA 
wc have dcscripiiona of things which should Dot be described ; 
a general want of tact ; nay often a boUowness and want of 
sense. In short, the German Muse comports herself, it is said, 
like a passionate and latber fascinating, but tumultuous, u 
struaed and but half-civihsed Muse. A btlU sauvage at best, 
we can only love her with a sort of supercilious tolerance; 
often she tears a passion to rags; and, in her tumid vehem- 
ence, struts without meaning, and to the olTence of all literary 
decorum. 

Now, in all this there is not wanting a certain degree of 
truth. If any man will insist on taking Hcinse's Ardinghelh 
and Miller's Siegvmrt. and the works of Veil Weber the 
Younger, and, above all, the everlasting Kotzebue, as his spe- 
cLmens of German literature, he may establish many things. 
Black Forests, and the glories of Lubberland ; sensuality and 
horror, the spectre nun, and the charmed moonshine, shall n 
be wanting. Boisterous outlaws also, with huge whiskers and 
the most cat-o'-mountain aspect ; tear-stained sentimentalists, 
the grimmest manhaters, ghosts and the like suspicious charac- 
ters, will be found in abundance. Wc are little read in this 
bowl-and-dagger department ; but we do understand it to have 
been at one time rather diligently cultivated ; though at present 
it seems to be mostly relinquished as unproductive. Other 
forms of Unreason have taken its place ; which in their tu 
must yield to sti!! other forms ; for it is the nature of this go 
dess to descend in frequent avalars among men. Perhaps n 
less than five hundred volumes oi such stuff could still be col- 
lected from the bookstalls of Germany. By which truly h 
may learn that there is in that country a class of unwise me 
and unwise women ; that many readers there labour under 
degree of ignorance and mental vacancy, and read not actively 
but passively, not to leatn but to be amused. Is this fact si 
very new lo us ? Or what should we think of a German crili 
that selected his specimens of British literature from the Castle 
Spectre, Mr. Lewis's Monk, oi the Mysteries t/ Udolpho, and 
FraHkenstein or the Modern Proinelheusf Or would he judgt 
rightly of our dramatic taste, if he took his extracts from Mr. 
Egan's Tern and Jerry ; and told his readers, as he might 
truly do, that no play had ever enjoyed such currency on 
English stage as this most classic performance ? We thin^ 
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^^Ht. In like manner, till some author of acknowledged merit 
^^feall so write among the Germans, and be approved of by 
critics of acknowledged merit among them, or at least secure 
for himself some permanency of favour among the millioa, we 
can prove nothing by such instances. That there is so perverse 
an author, or so blind a critic, in the whole compass of German 
literature, we have no hesitation in denying. 

But farther : among men of deeper views, and with regard 
to works of really standard character, we find, though not the 
same, a similar objection repeated. Goethe's Willulm MeisUr, 
it is said, and Faust, are full of bad taste also. With respect 
to the taste in which they are written, we shall have occasion 
to say somewhat hereafter : meanwhile we may be permitted 
to remark that the objection would have more force, did it 
seem to originate from a more mature consideration of the 
subject. We have heard few EngUsh criticisms of such works, 
in which the first condition of an approach to accuracy was 
complied with ;— a transposition of the critic into the author's 
point of vision, a survey of the author's means and objects 
as they lay before himself, and a just trial of these by rules of 
p universal application. Faust, for instance, passes witit many of 
I Ds ft>r a mere tale of sorcery and art-magic. It would scarcely 
r be more unwise to consider Hamlet as depending for its main 
[ interest on the ghost that walks in it, than to regard Faust 
A% a production of that sort. For the present, therefore, this 
nbjcclion may be set aside ; or at least may be considered 
not as an assertion, but an inquiry, the answer to which may 
■.Lirn out rather that the German taste is different from ours, 
than that it is worse. Nay, with regard even to difference, we 
-.hould scarcely reckon it to be of great moment. Two nations 
that agree in estimating Shakspeare as the highest of all poet& 
rjn differ in no essential principle, if they understood one ano- 
Ler, that relates to poetry. 

Nevertheless, this opinion of our opponents has attained a 
. ^.rtatn degree of consistency with itself ; one thing is thought 
■ . throw light on another; nay, a quiet little theory has been 
, lopounded to explain the whole phenomenon. The cause ol 
■■js bad taste, we are assured, lies in the condition of the Cer. 
man authors. These, it seem5,are generally very poor; the cere- 
law of the country excludes them from all society with 
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the great ; they cannot acquire the polish of drawing-raoaA 
but must live in mean houses, and therefore write and think in 

Apart from the truth of these assumptions, and in respect 
of the theory itself, we confess there is something in the face 
of it that afflicts us. Is it, then, so certain that taste and riches 
are indissolubly connected? That truth of feeling must ever 
be preceded by weight of purse, and the eyes be dim for uni- 
versal and eternal Beauty, till they have long rested on gilt 
walls and costly furniture ? To the great body of mankind this 
were heavy news ; for, of the thousand, scarcely one is rich, 
or connected with the rich ; nine hundred and rinety-iiine 
have always been poor, and must always be so. We take the 
liberty of questioning the whole postulate. We think that, for 
acquiring true poetic taste, riches, or association with the rich, 
are distinctly among the minor requisites; that, in fact, they 
have little or no concern with the matter. This we shall now 
endeavour to make probable. 

Taste, if it mean anything but a paltry connoisseurship, 
must mean a general sjisceptibiliiy. to tru th a nd nobleness ; a 
sense to discern, anfa heart to love and reverenc^all beauty, 
order, goodness, wheresoever or in whatsoever forms and a& 
companiments they are to be seen. This surely implies, as its 
chief condition, not any given external rank or situation, but a 
finely-gifted mind, purified into harmony with itself, into keen- 
ness and justness of vision ; above all, kindled into love and 
generous admiration. Is culture of this sort found exclusively 
among the higher ranks f We believe it proceeds less from 
■without than within, in every rank. The charms of Nature 
the majesty of Man, the infinite loveliness of Truth and Virtue^ 
are not hidden from the eye of the poor ; but from the eye of 
the vain, the corrupted and self-seeking, be he poor or rich. 
In old ages, the humble Minstrel, a mendicant, and lord of no- 
thing but his harp and his own free soul, had intimations of 
those glories, while to the proud Baron in his barbaric halU 
they were unknown. Nor is there still any aristocratic mono- 
poly of judgment more than of genius ; for as to that Scituce 
0/ Negation, which is taught peculiarly by men of professed 
el^ance, we confess we hold it rather cheap, It is a neces- 
sary, but decidedly a subordinate accomphshment ; nay, if it 
be rated as the highest, it becomes a ruinous vice. This is an 
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old truth ; yet ever needing new application and enforcement. 
Let us know what to love, and we shall know also what to 
reject ; what to affirm, and we shall know also what to deny : 
but it is dangerous to begin with denial, and fatal to end with 
it. To deny is easy ; nothing is sooner learnt or more gene- 
rally practised: as matters go, we need no man of polish to 
teach it ; but rather, if possible, a hundred men of wisdom to 
show us its limits, and teach us its reverse. 

Such is our hypothesis of the case : how stands it with the 
facts ? Are the fineness and truth of sense manifested by the 
artist found, in most instances, to be proportionate to his 
"wealth and elevation of acquaintance ? Are they found to have 
any perceptible relation either with the one or the other ? We 
imagine, not. Whose taste in painting, for instance, is truer 
and finer than Claude Lorraine's ? And was not he a poor 
colour-grinder ; outwardly the meanest of menials ? Where, 
again, we might ask, lay Shakspeare's rent-roll ; and what 
generous peer took him by the hand and unfolded to him the 
• open secret' of the Universe ; teaching him that this was 
beautifiil, and that not so ? Was he not a peasant by birth, 
and by fortune something lower ; and was it not thought much, 
even in the height of his reputation, that Southampton allowed 
him equal patronage with the zanies, jugglers and bearwards 
of the time? Yet compare his taste, even as it respects the 
negative side of things ; for, in regard to the positive and far 
higher side, it admits no comparison with any other mortal's, 
i — compare it, for instance, with the taste of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, his contemporaries, men of rank and education, and 
of fine genius like himself. Tried even by the nice, fastidious 
and in great part false and artificial delicacy of modern times, 
how stands it with the two parties ; with the gay triumphant 
men of fashion, and the poor vagrant linkboy? Does the latter 
sin against, we shall not say taste, but etiquette, as the former 
do ? For one line, for one word, which some Chesterfield 
might wish blotted from the first, are there not in the others 
whole pages and scenes which, with palpitating heart, he would 
hurry into deepest night ? This too, observe, respects not their 
genius, but their culture ; not their appropriation of beauties, 
but their rejection of deformities, by supposition the grand and 
peculiar result of high breeding ! Surely, in such instances, 
even that humble supposition is ill borne out 
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The truth of the matter seems to be, that with the culture 
of a genuine poet, thinker or other artist, the inflQence of ranli 
hu no exclusive or even special concern. For men of aaion, 
for (enatora, public speakers, political writers, the case may be 
dilTercnt; but of such we speak not at present. Neither do we 
•peak of imitators, and the crowd of mediocre men, to whom 
faillionnblc life sometimes gives an exlemaL inoffensiveness, 
often compensated by a frigid malignity of character. We 
speak of men who, from amid the perplexed and conflicting 
elements of iheir everyday existence, are to form themselves 
into harmony and wisdom, and show forth the same wisdom 
to others that exist along with them. To such a man, high 
life, as it is c.illeil, will be a province of human !ife, but no- 
thing more. He will study to deal with it as he deals with all 
forms of mortal being ; to do it justice, and to draw instruction 
from it : but his light will come from a loftier region, or he 
wanders forever in darkness ; dwindles into a man of vers de 
toeiiU, or attains at best to be a Walpole or a Caylus. Still 
less can we think that he is to be viewed as a hireling ; th&t 
his excellence will be regulated by his pay. ' Sufficiently pro- 
vided for from within, he has need of little from without :* food 
and raiment, and an unviolated home, will be given him in the 
rudest land; and with these, while the kind earth is rount* 
him, and the everlasting heaven is over him, the world has 
little more that it can give. Is he poor ? So also were Homer 
and Socrates ; so was Samuel Johnson ; so was John Milton. 
ShaM we reproach him with his poverty, and infer that, because 
he is poor, he must likewise be worthless f God forbid that 
the time should ever come when he too shall esteem riches the 
synonym of good I The spirit of Manmion has a wide empire; 
but it cannot, and must not, be worshipped in the Holy of 
Holies. Nay, does not the heart of every genuine disciple of 
literature, however mean his sphere, instinctively deny this 
principle, as applicable either to himself or another? Is it not 
rather true, as D'Alembert has said, that for every man of 
letters, who deserves that name, the motto and the watchword 
will be Freedom, Truth, and even this same Poverty ; 
that if he fear the last, the two iirst can never be made sure to 

We have stated these things, to bring the question somc- 
nhat nearer its real basis ; not for the sake of the Gennan^ 
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who nowise need the admission of them. The German authors 
are not poor ; neither are they excluded from association with 
the wealthy and well-bom. On the contrary, we scruple not to 
say, that in both these respects they are considerably better 
situated than our own. Their booksellers, it is true, cannot 
pay as ours do ; yet, there as here, a man lives by his writings ; 
and, to compare Jordens with Johnson and Ulsraeli^ some- 
"what better there than here. No case like our own noble 
Otway's has met us in their biographies ; Boyces and Chatter- 
tons are much rarer in German than in English history. But 
farther, and what is far more important : From the number of 
universities, libraries, collections of art, museums, and other 
literary or scientific institutions of a public or private nature, 
we question whether the chance which a meritorious man of 
letters has before him, of obtaining some permanent appoint- 
ment, some independent civic existence, is not a hundred to 
one in favour of the German, compared with the Englishman. 
This is a weighty item, and indeed the weightiest of all ; for it 
"will be granted, that, for the votary of literature, the relation of 
entire dependence on the merchants of literature is, at best, 
and however liberal the terms, a highly questionable one. It 
tempts him daily and hourly to sink from an artist into a 
mianufacturer; nay, so precarious, fluctuating and everyway un- 
satisfactory must his civic and economic concerns become, 
that too many of his class cannot even attain the praise of 
common honesty as manufacturers. There is, no doubt, a 
spirit of martyrdom, as we have asserted, which can sustain 
this too : but few indeed have the spirit of martyrs ; and that 
state of matters is the safest which requires it least. The Ger- 
man authors, moreover, to their credit be it spoken, seem to 
set less store by wealth than many of ours. There have been 
prudent, quiet men among them, who actually appeared not to 
want more wealth ; whom wealth could not tempt, either to 
this hand or that, from their preappointed aims. Neither must 
we think so hardly of the German nobility as to believe them 
insensible to genius, or of opinion that a patent from the Lion 
King is so superior to * a patent direct from Almighty God.* 
A fair proportion of the German authors are themselves men 
of rank : we mention only, as of our own time, and notable in y 
other respects, the two Stolbergs and Novalis. Let us not be 
unjust to this class of persons. It is a poor error to figure 
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we woald ask; was ^VidaBd'^ fk^iBerX Herder's, Johannes 
MuUer's society? Has not Goethe; by Unh a pFHukfort 
btui^ieT, been, aace his twenty-sisth year, the companion, not 
of nobles but of princes, aad fot half hb life a. ministn: of 
state ? And is not tfais man. unrivalled in so many far deeper 
qualities, known also and felt to be unrivalled in nobleness of 
breeding and bearing; fit not to learn of princes ia this respect, 
but by the example of his daily life to teach them > 

We hear much of the munificent spirit displayed among the 
better classes in England ; ihetr high estimation of the arts, 
and generous patronage of the artist. We rejoice to hear it ; 
we hope it is true, and will become truer and truer. We hope 
that a great change has taken place among these classes, since 
the time when Bishop Bumet could write of them, ' They are 
' for the most part the worst instructed, and the /east knowing, 
■ of any of their rank I ever went among 1" Nevertheless, let us 
arrogate to ourselves no exclusive praise in this particular. 
Other nations can appreciate the arts, and cherish their culti- 
vators, as well as we. Nay, while learning from us in many 
other matters, we suspect the Germans might even teach us 
(omewhiit in regard to this. At all events, the pity, which ccr- 
tuin of our authors express for the civil condition of their bre- 
thren in that country is, from such a quarter, a superfluous 
Ing. Nowhere, let us rest assured, js genius more devoutly 
honoured than [here, by all ranks of men, from peasants and 
burithera up to legislators and kings. It was but last year that 
tlio Diet of the Empire passed an Act in favour of one indi' 
ridunl poet : the Final Edition of Goethe's Works was guaran* 
Kvd to be protected against commercial injury in every Statg 
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of Germany ; and special assurances to that effect were sent 
him, in the kindest terms, from all the Authorities there assemr 
bled, some of them the highest in his country or in Europe. 
Nay, even while we write, are not the newspapers recording a 
visit from the Sovereign of Bavaria in person to the same vener- 
able man ? — a mere ceremony perhaps, but one which almost 
recalls to us the era of the antique Sages and the Grecian 
Kings. 

This hypothesis, therefore, it would seem, is not supported 
by facts, and so returns to its original elements. The causes 
it alleges are impossible : but, what is still more fatal, the effect 
it proposes to account for has, in reality, no existence. We ven- 
ture to deny that the Germans are defective in taste ; even as a 
nation, as a public, taking one thing with another, we imagine 
they may stand comparison with any of their neighbours ; as 
writers, as critics, they may decidedly court it. True, there is 
a mass of dulness, awkwardness and false susceptibility in the 
lower regions of their literature : but is not bad taste endemical in 
such regions of every literature under the sun ? Pure Stupidity, 
indeed, is of a quiet nature, and content to be merely stupid. 
But seldom do we find it pure ; seldom unadulterated with some 
tincture of ambition, which drives it into new and strange meta- 
morphoses. Here it has assumed a contemptuous trenchant 
air, intended to represent superior tact, and a sort of all-wis- 
dom ; there a truculent atrabilious scowl, which is to stand for 
passionate strength : now we have an outpouring of tumid fer- 
vour ; now a fruitless, asthmatic hunting after wit and humour. 
Grave or gay, enthusiastic or derisive, admiring or despising, 
the dull man would be something which he is not and cannot 
be. Shall we confess that, of these two common extremes, we 
reckon the German error considerably the more harmless, and, 
in our day, by far the more curable ? Of unwise admiration 
much may be hoped, for much good is really in it : but unwise 
contempt is itself a negation ; nothing comes of it, for it is 
nothing. 

To judge of a national taste, however, we must raise our 
view from its transitory modes to its perennial models ; from the 
mass of vulgar writers, who blaze out and are extinguished with 
the popular delusion which they flatter, to those few who are 
admitted to shine with a pure and lasting lustre ; to whom, by 
Coivnnn consent, the eyes of the people are turned, as to it9 
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loadstars and celestial luminaries. Among German writers rf 
this stamp, we would ask any candid reader of them, let him 
be of what country or creed be migbt, whether bad taste struck 
him as a prevailing characteristic. Was Wieland's taste un- 
cultivated ? Taste, we should say, and taste of the very species 
which a disciple of the Negative School would call the highest, 
formed the great object of his life ; the perfection he unwea- 
riediy endeavoured after, and. more than any other perfection, 
has attained. The most fastidious Frenchman might read him, 
with admiration of his merely French qualities. And is not 
Klopstock, with bis clear enthusiasm, his azure purity, and hea- 
venly if still somewhat cold and lunar light, a man of taste ? 
Hxs Messias reminds us oflcner of no other poets than of Virgil 
and Racine- But it is to Lessing that an Englishman would 
turn with readiest affection. We cannot but wonder that more i 
of this man is not known among us ; or that the knowlei^ of 
him has not done more to remove such misconceptions. Among 
all the writers of the eighteenth century, we will not except even 
Diderot and David Hume, there is not one of a more compact 
and rigid intellectual structure ; who more distinctly knows what 
he is aiming at, or with more gracefulness, vigour and precision 
sets it forth to his readers. He thinks with the clearness and 
piercing sharpness of the most expert logician ; but a genial fire 
pervades him, a wit, a heartiness, a general richness and fine- 
ness of nature, to which most logicians are strangers. He is , 
sceptic in many things, but the noblest of sceptics ; a mild, 
manly, half-careless enthusiasm struggles through his indignant 
unbelief; he stands before us like a toilworn but unwearied 
and heroic champion, earning not the conquest but the battle; 
as indeed himself admits to us, that ' it is not the finding of 
truth, but the honest search for it, that profits.' We con- 
fess, we should be entirely at a loss for the literary creed of 
that man who reckoned Lessing other than a thoroughly culti- 
vated writer ; nay, entitled to rank, in this particular, with the 
most distinguished writers of any existing nation. As a poet,, 
as a critic, philosopher, or controversialist, his style will be 
found precisely such as we of England are accustomed to ad- 
mire most ; brief, nervous, vivid ; yet quiet, without gUtter or 
antithesis; idiomatic, pure without purism ; transparent, yetfull 
of character and reflex hues of meaning. 'Evary sentence' 
Mays Horn, and justly, ' is like a piialanx ;' not a word wro ~ 
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placed, not a word that could be spared ; and it forms itself so 
calmly and lightly, and stands in its completeness, so gay, yet 
so impregnable I As a poet he contemptuously denied himself 
all merit ; but his readers have not taken him at his word : here 
too a similar felicity of style attends him ; his plays, his Minna 
von Bamhelm, his Etnilie Galotti, his Nathan der Weise^ have 
a genuine and graceful poetic life ; yet no works known to us 
in any language are purer from exaggeration, or any appear- 
ance of falsehood. They are pictures, we might say, painted 
not in colours, but in crayons ; yet a strange attraction lies in 
them ; for the figures are grouped into the finest attitudes, and 
true and spirit-speaking in every line. It is with his style chiefly 
that we have to do here ; yet we must add, that the matter of 
his works is not less meritorious. His Criticism and philosophic 
or religious Scepticism were of a higher mood than had yet been 
heard in Europe, still niore in Germany : his Dramaturgie first 
exploded the pretensions of the French theatre, and, with irre- 
sistible conviction, made Shakspeare known to his countrymen ; 
preparing the way for a brighter era in their literature, the chief 
men of which still thankfully look back to Lessing as their patri- 
arch. His Laocoon, with its deep glances into the philosophy 
of Art, his Dialogues of Freemasons^ a work of far higher im- 
port than its title indicates, may yet teach many things to most 
of us, which we know not, and ought to know. 

With Lessing and Klopstock might be joined, in this re- 
spect, nearly every one, we do not say of their distinguished, 
but even of their tolerated contemporaries. The two Jacobis, 
known more or less in all countries, are little known here, if 
they are accused of wanting literary taste. These are men, 
whether as thinkers or poets, to be regarded and admired for 
their mild and lofty wisdom, the devoutness, the benignity and 
calm grandeur of their philosophical views. In such, it were 
strange if among so many high merits, this lower one of a just 
and elegant style, which is indeed their natural and even ne- 
cessary product, had been wanting. We recommend the elder 
Jacobi no less for his clearness than for his depth ; of the 
younger, it maybe enough in this point of view to say, that the 
chief praisers of his earlier poetry were the French. Neither are 
Hamann and Mendelsohn, who could meditate deep thoughts, 
defective in the power of uttering them with propriety. T\\a 
Pkgdon of the latter, in its chaste precision and sVtw^ViCvV^ ^1 
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«yTe, may abno^ remind us of Xenoplioii ; Socrates, to our 
mind, has Epoken in no modem language so like Si>cra,te5, as 
here, by the lips of this wise and cultivated Jew.* 

Among the poets and more popular writers of the time, the 
case is the same : Uti, Gcllert, Cramer, Ramler. Kleist, Hage- 
dom, Kabcner, Cleim, and a multitude of lesser men, whatever 
oiceUcncea tliey might want, certainly ate not chargeable with 
bad taste. Nay, perhaps of all writers they are the least charge- 
able with it : a certain clear, light, unaffected elegance, of a 
higher nature than French elegance, it might be, yet to the 
exclusion of all very deep or genial qualities, was the excellence 
they strove after, and, for the most part, in a fair measure at- 
tained- They resemble English writers of the same, or perhaps 
an earlier period, more than any other foreigners : apart from 
Pope, whose influence is visible enough, Beattie, Logan, Wilkie, 
Glover, unknown perhaps to any of them, might otherwise have 
almuHt seemed their models. Goldsmith also would rank among 
them ; perhaps in regard to true poetic genius, at their head, 
for none of them has Icit us a Virar of Wakefield; though, in 
regard to judgment, knowledge, general taient, his place would 
Karccly be so high. 

The same thing holds in general, and with fewer drawbadcs, 
of the somewhat later and more energetic race, denominated the 
GSttingm School; in contradistinction from the Saxon, to which 
Rabcncr, Cramer and Gellert directly belonged, and most of 
those others indirectly. HSlty, Burger, the two Stolbergs, are 
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men whom Bossu might measure with his scales and compasses 
as strictly as he pleased. Of Herder, Schiller, Goethe, we speak 
not here : they are men of another stature and form of move- 
ment, whom Bossu's scale and compasses could not measure 
without difficulty, or rather not at all. To say that such men 
wrote with taste of this sort, were saying little ; for this forms 
not the apex, but the basis, in their conception of style ; a 
quality not to be paraded as an excellence, but to be under- 
stood as indispensable, as there by necessity and like a thing 
of course. 

In truth, for it must be spoken out, our opponents are widely 
astray in this matter ; so widely that their views of it are not 
only dim and perplexed, but altogether imaginary and delusive. 
It is proposed to school the Germans in the Alphabet of taste ; 
and the Germans are already busied with their Accidence ! Far 
from being behind other nations in the practice or science of 
Criticism, it is a fact, for which we fearlessly refer to all com- 
petent judges, that they are distinctly and even considerably in 
advance. We state what is already known to a great part of 
Europe to be true. Criticism has assumed a new form in Ger- 
nuiny ; it proceeds on other principles, and proposes to itself 
a higher aim. The grand question is not now a question con- 
cerning the qualities of diction, the coherence of metaphors, the 
fitness of sentiments, the general logical truth, in a work of art, 
as it was some half-century ago among most critics ; neither is 
it a question mainly of a psychological sort, to be answered by 
discovering and delineating the peculiar nature of the poet from 
his poetry, as is usual with the best of our own critics at pre- 
sent : but it is, not indeed exclusively, but inclusively of those 
two other questions, properly and ultimately a question on the 
essence and peculiar life of the poetry itself. The first of these 
(jnestions, as we see it answered, for instance, in the criticisms 
of Johnson and Kames, relates, strictly speaking, to Xht garment 
of poetry ; the second, indeed, to its body and material exist- 
ence, a much higher point ; but only the last to its soul and 
spiritual existence, by which alone can the body, in its move- 
ments and phases, be informed with significance and rational 
Kfe. The problem is not now to determine by what mechanism 
Addison composed sentences and struck-out similitudes ; but 
l»jr what fer finer and more mysterious mechanism. Shaks^^^x^ 
' j wpmised hi$ dram^s^ and gave life and iTidwVO^uato^ Xq Vx^ 
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Ariel and his Hamlet. Wherein lies that life ; how have the 
attained that shape and individuality? Whence comes that en 
pyrean fire, which irradiates their whole being, and pierces, i 
least in starry gleams, like a diviner thing, into all hearts P Ai 
these dramas of his not veri-similar only, but true ; nay, tru( 
than reality itself, since the essence of unmixed reality is bodie 
forth in them under more expressive symbols f What is th; 
unity of theirs ; and can our deeper inspection discern it to t 
indivisible, and existing by necessity, because each work springs 
as it were, from the general elements of all Thought, and grow 
up therefrom, into form and expansion by its own growth ? Ni 
only who was the poet, and how did he compose ; but what an 
how was the poem, and why was it a poem and not rhymed do 
quence, creation and not figured passion ? These are the qucs 
tionsforthe critic. Criticism stands like an interpreter bet wee 
the inspired and the uninspired ; between the prophet and thoE 
who hear the melody of his words, and catch some glimpse i 
their material meaning, but understand not their deeper import 
She pretends to open for us this deeper import ; to clear 
sense that it may discern the pure brightness of this eterna 
Beauty, and recognise it as heavenly, under al! forms where 
looks forth, and reject, as of the earth earthy, all forms, be thd 
material splendour what it may, where no gleaming of thi 
Other shines through. 

This is the task of Criticism, as the Germans understand 
it. And how do they accomplish this task ? By a vague d( 
clamation clothed in gorgeous mystic phraseology ? By veho 
ment tumultuous anthems to the poet and his poetry ; by epitheti 
and laudatory similitudes drawn from Tartarus and Elysium^ 
and all intermediate terrors and glories ; whereby, in truth, 
is rendered clear both that the poet is an extremely great poetj 
and also that the critic's allotment of understanding, overflowet 
by these Pythian raptures, has unhappily melted into delii 
quiumf Nowise in this manner do the Germans proceed; " 
by rigorous scientific inquiry ; by appeal to principles which 
whether correct or not, have been deduced patiently, and by loiq 
investigation, from the highest and calmest regions of Philc 
sophy. For this finer portion of their Criticism is now also en 
bodied in systems ; and standing, so far as these reach, coheren) 
distinct and methodical, no less than, on their much shallowa 
foandatioa, the systems of Boileau and Blair. That tlus 
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Criticism is a complete, much more a certain science, we are 
fax from meaning to affirm : the asthetic theories of Kant, Her- 
der, Schiller, Goethe, Richter, vary in external aspect, accord- 
ing to the varied habits of the individual ; and can at best only 
be regarded as approximations to the truth, or modifications of 
it ; each critic representing it, as it harmonises more or less 
perfectly with the other intellectual persuasions of his own mind, 
and of different classes of minds that resemble his. Nor can 
we here imdertake to inquire what degree of such approxima 
don to the truth theie is in each or all of these writers ; or in 
Tieck and the two Schlegels, who, especially the latter, have 
laboured so meritoriously in reconciling these various opinions ; 
and so successfully in impressing and diffusing the best spirit of 
them, first in their own country, and now also in several others. 
Thus much, however, we will say : That we reckon the mere 
circumstance of such a science being in existence, a ground of 
the highest consideration, and worthy the best attention of all 
inquiring men. For we should err widely if we thought that 
this new tendency of critical science pertains to Germany alone. ^ 

It is a European tendency, and springs from the general con- 
edition of intellect in Europe. We ourselves have all, for the 
last thirty years, more or less distinctly felt the necessity of such 
a science : witness the neglect into which our Blairs and Bossus 
have silently fallen ; our increased and increasing admiration, 
not only of Shakspeare, but of all his contemporaries, and of 
all who breatfiSTEHy portion of his spirit ; our controversy whe- 
ther Pope was a poet ; and so much vague effort on the part 
of our best critics everywhere to express some still unexpressed 
idea concerning the nature of true poetry ; as if they felt in 
their hearts that a pure glory, nay a divineness, belonged to it, ^ 

for which they had as yet no name and no intellectual form 
But in Italy too, in France itself, the same thing is visible. 
Their grand controversy, so hotly urged, between the Classicists 
and Romanticists t in which the Schlegels are assumed, much 
too loosely, on all hands, as the patrons and generalissimos of 
the latter, shows us sufficiently what spirit is at work in that 
long-stagnant literature. Doubtless this turbid fermentation ot 
the elements will at length settle into clearness, both there and 
^^ as in Germany it has already in a great measure done ; 
and perhaps a more serene and genial poetic day is ever^hsx^ 
to be expected vnth some confidence. Hoyt lavxdi t\ia exaxa^^ 
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of the Germans may have to teach us in this particular, needs 
no farther exposition. 

The authors and first promulgators of this new critical doc- 
trine were at one time contemptuously ramed the New School; 
noi was it till after a war of all the few good heads in the 
lioa with all the many bad ones had ended as such wars must 
ever do,* that these critical principles were generally adopted ; 
and their assertors found to be no School, or new heretical Sect, 
but the ancient primitive Catholic Communion, of which alt 
sects that had any living light in them were but members and 
subordinate modes. It Is, indeed, the most sacred article of riiis 
creed to preach and practise universal tolerance. Every litetar 
ture of the world has been cultivated by the Germans ; and to 
every literature they have studied to give due honour. Shak- 
speare and Homer, no doubt, occupy alone the loftiest station 
in the poetical Olympus ; but there is space in it for all true 
Singers out of every agt and dime. Ferdusi and the primeval 
Mythologists of Hindostan live in brotherly union with the 
Troubadours and ancient Storytellers of the West. The way- 
ward mystic gloom of Calderon, the lurid fire of Dante, the 
auroral light of Tasso, the clear icy glitter of Racine, all ai 
acknowledged and reverenced ; nay in the celestial forecourt 
an abode has been appointed for the Cressets and Delilles, 
that no spark of inspiration, no tone of mental music, might 
remain unrecognised. The Germans study foreign nations io 
a spirit which deserves to be oftener imitated. It is their 
honest endeavour to understand each, with its own peculi- 
arities, in its own special manner of existing ; not that they 
may praise it, or censure it, or attempt to alter it, but sim 
that they may see this manner of existing as the nation it 
sees it, and so participate in whatever worth or beauty it ha* 
brought into being. Of all literatures, accordingly, the GeT' 

■ It began in Schiller's iTtunaljaaaack for 1797, The XenitK (a serie» 
of phdoaophlc epigrams jointly by Schiller and GMthe} descended there tfa" 
expedcdly, like a flood of ethereal fire, on (lieC«inan lilerary world ; qufefc" 
eaing all that was noble inlo new life, but visiting (be ancienl: empire oif 
Dulnesa with Bslonisbmenf and unknown pangs. The agilalion was extreme ; 
Bcaicely since the age of Lulher bos there been sucb stir and strife in the in- 
tellect ofGennany ; indeed, scarcely since that age has there been a contri>' 
vcrsy, if we consider its ullimate beaiines on tl^ best and noblest intoest^ 
of mankind, so important as this, which, for the time, seemed oDlf to titnt 
an melnpliysical subtleties, and mattera of mere elegance. Its fKttieTtqjpK- 
- cations became appaicnt by deg;i«ei. 
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man has the best as well as the most translations ; men like 
Goethe, Schiller, Wieland, Schlegel, Tieck, have not disdained 
this task. Of Shakspeare there are three entire versions ad- 
mitted to be good ; and we know not how many partial, or con- 
sidered as bad. In their criticisms of him, we ourselves have 
long ago admitted that no such clear judgment or hearty ap- 
preciation of his merits had ever been exhibited by any critic 
of our own. 

To attempt stating in separate aphorisms the doctrines of 
this new poetical system, would, in such space as is now allowed 
us, be to insure them of misapprehension. The science of Criti- 
cism, as the Germans practise it, is no study of an hour ; for it 
springs from the depths of thought, and remotely or immediately 
connects itself with the subtlest problems of all philosophy. 
One characteristic of it we may state, the obvious parent of 
many others. Poetic beauty, in its pure essence, is not, by this 
theory, as by all our theories, from Hume's to Alison's, derived 
from anything external, or of merely intellectual origin ; not 
from association, or any reflex or reminiscence of mere sensa- 
tions ; nor from natural love, either of imitation, of similarity 
in dissimilarity, of excitement by contrast, or of seeing difficul- 
ties overcome. On the contrary, it is assumed as underived ; 
not borrowing its existence from such sources, but as lending 
to most of these their significance and principal charm for the 
• mind. It dwells and is bom in the inmost Spirit of Man, united 
to all love of Virtue, to all true belief in God ; or rather, it is 
one with this love and this belief, another phase of the same 
highest principle in the mysterious infinitude of the human 
Soul. To apprehend this beauty of poetry, in its full and purest 
brightness, is not easy, but difficult ; thousands on thousands 
eagerly read poems, and attain not the smallest taste of it ; yet 
to \11 uncorrupted hearts, some effulgences of this heavenly 
^Rlory are here and there revealed ; and to apprehend it clearly 
and wholly, to acquire and maintain a sense and heart that sees 
and worships it, is the last perfection of all himiane culture. 
With mere readers for amusement, therefore, this Criticism has, 
and can have, nothing to do ; these find their amusement, in 
less or greater measure, and the nature of Poetry remains for- 
ever hidc^en from them in deepest concealment. On all hands, 
l^ere is no truce given to the hypothesis, that the ultimate ob- 
ject of the poet is to please. Sensation, even oi ti^xt ^t^X ^s^ 
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most rapturous sort, is not the end, but the means. Art is to 
be loved, not because of its effects, but because of itself; not 
because it is useful for spiritual pleasure, or even for moral cul- 
ture, but because it is Art, and the highest in man. and the 
soul of all Beauty. To inquire after its utili^, would be like 
inquiring after the utitily of a God, or, what to the Germans 
would sound stranger than it does to us, the utility of Virtue 
and Religion. — On these particulars, the authenticity of which 
we might verify, not so much by citation of individual pass^es, 
as by reference to the scope and spirit of whole treatises, we 
must for the present leave our readers to their own reflections, 
Might we advise them, it would be to inquire farther, and, if 
possible, to see the matter with their own eyes. 

Meaiiwhile, that all this must tend, among the Germans, 
to raise the general standard of Art, and of what an Artist ought 
to be in his own esteem and that of others, will be readily in- 
ferred. The character of a Poet does, accordingly, stand higher 
with the Germans than with most nations. That he is a mao 
of integrity as a man ; of zeal and honest diligence in his act. 
and of true manly feeling towards all men, is of course presup" 
posed. Of persons that are not so, but employ their gift, iJ» 
rhyme or otherwise, for brutish or malignant purposes, it ' 
derstood that such lie without the limits of Criticism, being suto" 
jects not for the judge of Art, but for the judge of Police. Ba¥ 
even with regard to the fair tradesman, who offers his talent if* 
open market, to da work ofa harmless and acceptable 
hire, — with regard to this person also, their opinion is very lon^- 
The "Bread-artist,' as they call him, can gain no reverence fb^ 
himself from these men. ' Unhappy mortal,' says the mildbiiC 
lofty-minded Schiller, ' Unhappy mortal, that, with Science and 
• Art, the noblest of all instruments, effectest and attemptesf 
' nothing more than the day-drudge with the meanest; that, if 
' the domain of perfect Freedom, bearest about in thee thC 
' spirit of a Slave I' Nay, to the genuine Poet they deny 
the privilege of regarding what so many cherish, under thetill*- 
of their ' fame,' as the best and highest of ail. Hear Scfaillel 
Again: 

' The Artist, it is true, is the son of his age; but pity for him if 
b its pupil, or even its favourite I Let some bEoeficEQt divinilj 
him, when a suckling, from the breast of hia mother, and nurae hii 
the milk ofK belter time, that he may ripen to his fiill sia 
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llstant Grecian sky. And having grown to manhood, let him return, 
breign shape, into-his century; not, however, to delight it by his pre- 
Lce, but dreadful, like the Son of Agamemnon, to purify it The 
liter of his works he will take from the present, but their form he will 
rive from a nobler time ; nay from beyond all time, from the absolute 
changing imity of his own nature. Here, from the pure aether of his 
iiitual essence, flows down the Fountain of Beauty, uncontaminated 
the pollutions of ages and generations, which roll to and fro in their 
rbid vortex far beneath it. His matter Caprice can dishonour, as she 
s ennobled it ; but the chaste form is withdrawn from her mutations. 
ae Roman of tiie first century had long bent the knee before his Caesars, 
iien the statues of Rome were still standing erect ; the temples con- 
iiied holy to the eye, when their gods had long been a laughing-stock; 
id the abominations of a Nero and ai Commodus were silently rebuked 
Y the style of the edifice, which lent them its concealment. Man has 
)5t his dignity, but Art has saved it, and preserved it for him in ex- 
•ressive marbles. Truth still lives in fiction, and from the copy the 
original will be restored. 

* But how is the Artist to guard himself from the corruptions of his 
fime, which on every side assail him ? . By despising its decisions. Let 
turn look upwards to his dignity and the law, not downwards to his 
happiness and his wants. Free alike from the vain activity that longs 
to impress its traces on the fleeting instant, and from the querulous spirit 
of eniusiasm that measures by the scale of perfection the meagre pro- 
duct of reality, let him leave to mere Understanding, which is here at 
^ome, the province of the actual ; while he strives, by uniting the pos- 
sible with the necessary, to produce the ideal. This let him imprint and 
express in fiction and truth ; imprint it in the sport of his imagination 
^the earnest of his actions; imprint it in all sensible and spiritual 
fonns, and cast it silently into everlasting time. *• 

Still higher are Fichte's notions on this subject ; or rather, 
^pressed in higher terms, for the central principle is the same 
both in the philosopher and the poet. According to Fichte, 
there is a * Divine Idea* pervading the visible Universe ; which 
visible Universe is indeed but its symbol and sensible manifes- 
tation, having in itself no meaning, or even true existence inde- 
pendent of it. To the mass of men this Divine Idea of the world 
lies hidden : yet to discern it, to seize it, and live wholly in it, 
is the condition of all genuine virtue, knowledge, freedom ; and 
the end, therefore, of all spiritual effort in every age. Literary 
Men are the appointed interpreters of this Divine Idea ; a per- 
petual priesthood, we might say, standing forth, generation after 

• Dhr die Aesthetische Erziekung des Menschtn^ — On the iE&\i3Dft\ii&'^£^^ 
Mtkmof Man. 

VOL, L 1?. 
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tbe dispeiuers aad Kring trpes of God's evw 
wiHlom, to show ii in U*eit wrttiogs and actions, bi such 
pankuW form as their own ponicitlar times reqaire it in. For 
each age, by the law of its ostare, is different (rom ev^^ otbo' 
age, and dunaods a diSeient representation of the Divine Ide^ 
the essence of which is the same in all ; so that the liuiary 
man of one century is only by mediation and reintetpretation 
applicable to the wants of anaiber. But in every century, evny 
man who labours, be it in what province he may, to leach 
others, must first have possessed himself of the Divine Idea, or, 
at least, be with his whole heait and his whole soul striving after 
it. If, without possessing it or striving after it, he abide di!i- 
g^itly by some material practical department of knowledge, he 
may indeed still be (says Fichte, in his rugged way) a ' useful 
hodman f hut should he attempt to deal with the Whole, and 
to become an architect, he is, in strictness of language, ■ No- 
thing ;' — ' he is an ambiguous mongrel between the possessor 
' of the Idea, and the man who feels himself solidly supported 
' and carried -on by the common Reahty of things : inhisfniit- 
• less endeavour after the Idea, he has neglected to acquire the 
' craft of talcing part in this Reality ; and so hovers between 
' two worlds, without pertaining to either.' Elsewhere he adds: 

' There is atiU, from another poinf of view, another diyiaon in out 
notion of the Literaiy Man, and one to us of immcdinte applicalkai. 
Namely, either the Lilerary Man has already laid hold of the ifbtit 
Divine Idea, in so far as it can be compreliended by man, or perfiaps of 
a special portion of this its comprehensible part, — which truly is not 
possible without al least a clear oversight of the whole; — he has already 
laid hold of it, penetrated, and made it entirely clear to himself) so thai 
it has become a possession recallable at all limes in the same shape to 
hii view, and a component part of his personality : in that case he i) > 
completed and equip! Literary Man, a man who Aas studied. Or dse, 
he Is (till straggling and striving to make the Idea in general, or Iha^ 
particular portion and point of it, 6om which onwards he for his part 
means to penetrate the whole, entirely clear to himself^ detached sparkldi 
of light already spring forth on him &om all sdcs, and disclose a h^tOC 
world before him ; but they do not yet unite themselres into an indU 
»i«ible whole ; they vanish from his view as capriciously as they camej 
h« cannot yet bring them under obedience to bis freedom : in that g*H 
he is a progressing and self-unfolding lilerary man, a Student. That 8 
be actually the Idea, which is possessed or striven after, is common tD 
tMh. Should the striving aim merely at the outward form, and IW 
Jellcr oflemacd culluie, there is then ^toduced, when the circle is gpnt 
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, the completed, when it is not jet gone raund, the progressing, 
.™.^.er [Stamper). The latter is more tolerable than the lormer; foi 
there is still room to hope that, in canlinoiog his tmvd, be maj at some 
future point be seized by the Idea; but of the first all hope i:> over,'' 

Frotn this bold and lofty principle the duties of the Literary 
Man are deduced with scientific precision : and stated, ia idl 
their sacredness and grandeur, with an austere brevity more 
impressive than any rhetoric. Fichte's metaphysical theory may 
b« called in question, and readily enough misapprehended ; but 
the sublime stoicism of his sentiments will find some response 
in many a heart. We must add the conclusion of his first Dis- 
course, as a farther illustration of his manner ; 

■ In disquisitions of the sort like ours of today, which all the rest loo 
must resemble, the generality are wont to censure; First, Ihrir sevetitf; 
very often on the goodnatured supposition that (he speaker is not aware 
liow much his rigour must displease us; that we have but frankly to let 
him know 'hi^, and then doubtless be will recoa^der himself, and soitea 
I his statements. Thus, we said above that a man who, after literacy cul- 
ture, had not orriTed at knowledge of the Divme Idea, or did not strive 
towards it, was in strict speech Nothing ; and farther down, we said 
that be was a Bungler. This is in the style of those immercihil expres- 
Ams by which philosophers give such offence, — Now, looking away from 
the present case, that we may front the maxim in its general shape, I re- 
mind you thai this species of charaeter, without decisive force to re- 
nounce all respect for Truth, seeks merely to bargain and cheapen some- 
thing out of her, whereby he himself on easier terms may attain to some 
consideration. But Truth, which once for all is as she is, and cannot 
alter aught of her nature, goes on her way; and there remains for her, in 
regard to those who desire her not simply because she is true, nothing 
else bat to leave them standmg as if they had never addressed her. 

' Then brther, discourses of this sort aie woot to be censored as on- 
intelligible. Thus I figure to myself, — nowise you. Gentlemen, but some 
completed Literary Man of the second species, whose eye the disquisi- 
ticn here entered upon chanced to meet, as coming forward, doubting 
this way and that, and at last reilectively exclaiming: "The Idea, the 
Divine Idea, that which lies at the bottom of Appearance : what, pray, 
may Aiu mean?" Of such a questioner I would inquire in turn: "What, 
pray, may this qnestioQ mean ?" — Investigate it strictly, it means in moat 
cases nothing more than : " Under what other names, and in what other 
fonnulas, do 1 already know this same thing, which thon expresses! by 
so strange and to me so unknown a symbol ?" And to this again in most 
the only suitable reply were: " Thou knowest this tiling not at all, 
ar under this nor under any other name ; and wouldsl thou arrive 
'Vesen dts Gckhricn (On the Nature of the Literaij Man) ; a 
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at Ihe knowle<JEe of if, Iboo mast even now b^n at the b _ 

make study thereof; — and then, inost fitly, under thnt name % which it 

ii here first presented to ihee!" ' 

With such 3 notion of the Artist, it were a strange incon' 
Bistency did Criticism show itself unscientific or lax in estimat- 
ing the product of his Art. For light on this point, we might 
refer to the writings of almost any individual among the Ger- 
man critics : take, for instance, the Charakteristiken of the two 
Schlcgels, a work too of their younger years ; and say whether 
in depth, clearness, minute ajid patient fidelity, these CharacUrs 
have often been surpassed, or the import and poetic worth of 
so many poets and poems more vividly and accurately brought 
to view. As an instance of a much higher kind, we might 
refer to Goethe's criticism of Hamlet in his Wilhelm MeUier, 
J This truly is what may be called the poetry of criticism ; forit 
is in some sort also a creative art ; aiming, at least, to repro- 
duce under a different shape the existing product of the poet 'i 
painting to the intellect what already lay painted to the heart 
and the imagination. Nor is it over poetry alone that Criticisff*- 
watches with such loving strictness : the mimic, the pictorial* 
the musical arts, all modes of representing or addressing th* 
highest nature of man are acknowledged as younger s' 
Poetry, and fostered with tike care. Winkelmann's History ^ 
Plastic Art \& known by repute to all readers: and ofthoB' 
who know it by inspection, many may have wondered wh;^ 
such a work has not been added to our own literature, to ii 
struct our own sculptors and painters. On this subject of tt • 
plastic arts, we cannot withhold the following little sketch c 
Goethe's, as a specimen of pictorial criticism in what we conside?* 
a superior style. It is of an imaginary Landscape-painter, 
his views of Swiss scenery ; it will bear to be studied minuteljf^ 
for there is no word without its meaning : 

' He succeeds in represendng the cheerful repose of lake prospects 
where houses in friendly approiimation, imaging themselves in the cleaJ 
wave, seem as if bathing in its depths; shores encircled with green hills^ 
behind which rise forest mountains, and icy peaks of glaciera. The to 
of colouring in snch scenes is gay, mirthfully clear; the distances as 
overflowed with softening vapour, which from watered hollows and river- 
valleys mounts np grayer and mistier, and indicates their windings. NeS 
ess is the master's art to be praised in views from valleys lying nenit* 
the high Alpine ranges, where declivities slope down, luxuriantly over-" 
grown, and fresh streams roll rapidly along tj the tout of rocks. 
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* With exquisite skill, in the deep shady trees of the foreground, he 
gives the distinctive character of the several species ; satisfying us in the 
form of the whole, as in the structure of the branches, and the details of 
the leaves; no less so, in the fresh green with its manifold shadings, 
where soft airs appear as if fanning us with benignant breath, and the 
lights as if thereby put in motion. 

* In the middle-ground, his lively g^een tone grows fainter by de- 
grees ; and at last, on the more distant mountain-tops, passing into weak 
violet, weds itself with the blue of the sky. But our artist is above all 
happy in his paintings of high Alpine regions ; in seizing the simple 
greatness and stillness of their character; the wide pastures on the slopes, 
where dark soUtary firs stand forth from the grassy carpet; and from high 
clifi& foaming brooks rush down. Whether he relieve his pasturages with 
grazing cattle, or the narrow winding rocky path with mules and laden 
pack-horses, he paints all with equal truth and richness; still intruduced 
in the proper place, and not in too great copiousness, they decorate and 
enliven these scenes, without interrupting, without lessening their peace- 
ful solitude. The execution testifies a master's hand ; easy, with a few 
sure strokes, and yet complete. In his later pieces, he employed glit- 
tering English permanent-colours on paper : these pictures, accordingly, 
are ofpreeminently blooming tone; cheerfiil, yet, at the same time, strong 
and fiUL 

* His views of deep mountain-chasms, where, round and round, no- 
tliing fronts us but dead rock, where, in the abyss, overspanned by its 
"lx)ld arch, the wild stream rages, are, indeed, of less attraction than the 
former: yet their truth excites us; we admire the great effect of the whole, 
produced, at so little cost, by a few expressive strokes, and masses of 
local colours. 

' With no less accuracy of character can he represent the regions ot 
the topmost Alpine ranges, where neither tree nor shrub any more ap- 
pears; but only, amid the rocky teeth and snow-summits, a few sunny 
spots clothe themselves with the soft sward. Beautiful, and balmy and 
inviting as he colours these spots, he has here wisely forborne to intro- 
duce grazing herds; for these regions give food only to the chamois, and 
perilous employment to the wild-hay-men. '• 

We have extracted this passage from Wilhelm Meislcrs 
^mderjahre, Goethe's last Novel. The perusal of his whole 
»Vorks would show, among many other more important facts, 
that Criticism also is a science of which he is master ; that if 
^er any man had studied Art in all its branches and bearings, 
^^ its origin in the depths of the creative spirit, to its mi- 

• The poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, 
Whose trade is, on the brow of the abyss, 
To mow the common grass from nooks and shelves 
To which the cattle dai'C not climb. 

SchiUer's WiOitlm, T«IU 
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nntcst finisb on the canvas of the painter, on the lips of the 
poet, or under the finger of the musician, he was that man. A | 
nation which appreciates such studies, nay requires and re- 
wards them, cannot, ■wherever its defects may lie, be defective 
in judgment of the Arts. 

But a weightier question still remains. What has been the ! 
fhtit of this its high and just judgment on these matters? What 
has criticism profited it, to the bringing forth of goad works ? 
How do its poems and its poets correspond with so lofty ii 
standard? We answer, that on this point also, Germany may 
rather court investigation than fear it. There are poets in that 
country who belong to a nobler class than most nations have 
to show in these days ; a class entirely unknown to some m- I 
tions ; and, for the last two centuries, rare in all. We hatt 
no hesitation in stating that we see in certain of the best Ger- 
man poets, and those too of our own time, something which 
s them, remotely or nearly we say not, bvit which does 
e them with the Masters of Art, the Saints of Poetrji 
long since departed, and. as we thought, without successoiSp 
from the earth, but canonised in the hearts of all generatioia 
and yet living to all by the memory of what they did ami 
were. Glances we do seem to find of that ethereal glory which 
looks on us in its full brightness from the Transfigtiralion " 
Rafiaelle, from the TempeHoi Shakspeare ; and, in broken but 
purest and still heart-piercing beams, struggling through I^^ 
gloom of long ages, from the tragedies of Sophocles, and the 
weather-worn sculptures of the Parthenon. This is that he*' 
venly spirit which, test seen in the aerial embodiment of poetrT'' 
but spreading likewise over all the thoughts and actions of *" 
age, has given us Surreys, Sydneys, Ealeighs in court and caiDp' 
Cecils in policy, Hookers in divinity. Bacons in philosophy, a** 
Shakspeares and Spensers in song. All hearts that know th*^ 
know it to be the highest ; and that, in poetry or elsewhere, 
alone is true and imperishable. In affirming that any 
however feeble, of this divine spirit, is discernible in Gennt 
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the spirit of a true poet is to be seen. We can, therefore, only 
name such men as Tieck, Richter, Herder, Schiller, and, above 
all, Goethe ; and ask any reader who has learned to admire 
wisely our own literature of Queen Elizabeth's age, to peruse 
these writers also; to study them till he feels that he has 
understood them, and justly estimated both their light and 
darkness ; and then to pronounce whether it is not, in some 
degree, as we have said. Are there not tones here of that old 
melody? Are there not glimpses of that serene soul, that calm 
harmonious strength, that smiling earnestness, that Love and 
Faith and Humanity of nature ? Do these foreign contempo- 
raries of ours still exhibit, in their characters as men, some- 
giing of that sterling nobleness, that union of majesty with 
meekness, which we must ever venerate in those our spiritual 
fathers ? And do their works, in the new form of this century, 
show forth that old nobleness, not consistent only, with the 
science, the precision, the scepticism of these days, but wedded 
to them, incorporated with them, and shining through them 
hke their life and soul? Might it in truth almost seem to us, in 
reading the prose of Goethe, as if we were reading that of Mil- 
ton ; and of Milton writing with the culture of this time ; com- 
bining French clearness with old English depth? And of his 
poetry may it indeed be said that it is poetry, and yet the 
poetry of our own generation ; an ideal world, and yet the world 
we even now live in? — These questions we must leave candid 
and studious inquirers to answer for themselves ; premising only 
that the secret is not to be found on the surface ; that the first 
reply is likely to be in the negative, but with inquirers of this 
sort by no means likely to be the final one. 

To ourselves, we confess, it has long so appeared. The 
poetry of Goethe, for instance, we reckon to be Poetry, some- 
times in the very highest sense of that word ; yet it is no re- 
miniscence, but something actually present and before us ; no 
looking back into an antique Fairyland, divided by impassable 
abysses from the real world as it lies about us and within us ; 
but a looking round upon that real world itself, now rendered 
liolier to our eyes, and once more become a solemn temple, 
^bere the spirit of Beauty still dwells, and is still, under new 
emblems, to be worshipped as of old. With Goethe, the my- 
tbologies of bygone days pass only for what they are : we have 
no witchcraft or magic in thQ common acceptal\OT\\ axA^'^vn^ 
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no longer bring with them airs from heaven or blasts fron 
hell ; for Pandemonium and the steadfast Empyrean have fade< 
away, since the opinions which they symbolised no longer ar« 
Neither does he bring his heroes from remote Oriental climates 
or periods of Chivalry, or any section either of Atlantis or thi 
Age of Gold; feeling that the reflex of these things is coli 
and faint, and only hangs like a cloud-picture in the distance 
beautiful but delusive, and which even the simplest know to b 
a delusion. The end of Poetry is higher : she must dwell ii 
Reality, and become manifest to men in the forms amon| 
which they live and move. And this is what we prize in Goethe 
and more or leas in Schiller and the rest ; all of whom, eac! 
in his own way, are writers of a similar aim. The coldea 
sceptic, the most callous worldling, sees not the actual aspect 
of life more sharply than they are here delineated : the Ntiw 
teenlh Century stands before us, in all its contradiction an 
perplexity ; barren, mean and baleful, as we have all know: 
it ; yet here no longer mean or barren, but enamelled int 
beauty in the poet's spirit ; for its secret significance is lai 
open, and thus, as it were, the life-giving fire that slumbers ii 
it is called forth, and flowers and foliage, as of old, are spriid 
ing on its bleakest wildernesses, and overmantling its stem^ 
cliffs. For these men have not only the clear eye, but tl) 
loving heart. They have penetrated into the mystery of Naturt 
after long trial they have been initiated; and to unwearied ei 
deavour. Art has at last yielded her secret; and thus can tl) 
Spirit of our Age, embodied in fair imaginations, look forth Q 
us, earnest and full of meaning, from their works. As the fin 
and indispensable condition of good poets, they are wise aa 
good men ; much they have seen and suffered, and they hav 
conquered all this, and made it all their own ; they have know 
life in its heights and depths, and mastered it in both, an 
can teach others what it is, and how to lead it rightly, Thd 
minds are as a mirror to us, where the perplexed image of OM 
own being is reflected back in soft and clear interpretatirai 
Here mirth and gravity are blended together ; wt rests d 
deep devout wisdom, as the green-sward with its flowers muj 
rest on the rock, whose foundations reach downward to tl 
centre. In a word, they are believers ; but their faith is q 
saUow plant of darkness ; it is green and flowery, for it grod 
ia the sunlight. And this fait'b is \.be doUtiae they have 4 
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teach us, the sense which, under every noble and graceful 
form, it is their endeavour to set forth ; 

'As all Nature's thousand changes 
But one changeless God proclaim. 
So in Art's wide kingdoms ranges 
One sole meaning, still the same : 
This is Truth, eternal Reason, 
Which from Beauty takes its dress, 
And, serene through time and season. 
Stands for aye in loveliness.' 

Such mdeed is the end of Poetry at all times ; yet in no recent 
literature known to us, except the German, has it been so far 
attained ; nay, perhaps, so much as consciously and steadfastly 
attempted. 

The reader feels that if this our opinion be in any measure 
true, it is a truth of no ordinary moment. It concerns not this v 
writer or that ; but it opens to us new views on the fortune of 
spiritual culture with ourselves and all nations. Have we not 
heard gifted men complaining that Poetry had passed away with- 
out return ; that creative imagination consorted not with vigour ^ 
of intellect, and that in the cold light of science there was no 
longer room for faith in things unseen ? The old simplicity of 
lieart was gone ; earnest emotions must no longer be expressed 
in earnest symbols ; beauty must recede into elegance, devout- 
iiess of character be replaced by clearness of thought, and 
g^ve wisdom by shrewdness and persiflage. Such things we 
We heard, but hesitated to believe them. If the poetry of the 
Annans, and this not by theory but by example, have proved, 
or even begun to prove, the contrary, it will deserve far higher 
encomiums than any we have passed upon it. 

In fact, the past and present aspect of German literature 
^ I ^ustrates the literature of England in more than one way. Its 
jj I uistory keeps pace with that of ours ; for so closely are all ^, 

jj I European communities connected, that the phases of mind in 
j^ I any one country, so far as these represent its general circuni- 
)n I f^^ces and intellectual position, are but modified repetitions of 
St I ^ phases in ever>' other. We hinted above that the Saxon 
^jg j School corresponded with what might be called the Scotch : 
no I ^'^cr was not unlike our Blair ; Von Cronegk might be com- 
j^^ I pared with Michael Bruce ; and Rabener and Gellert with 
to I ^ttie and Logan, To this mild and cultivated period^ ^^«t^ 
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succeeded, as with us. a pAriial abandonment of poetiy, 
favour of political and philosophical Jliumination. Then) 
the time when hot war was declared against Prejudice cq 
sorts ; Utility was set up for the universal measure of jiie| 
as well as material value; poetry, except ol an econoffiicalt 
preceptorial character, was found to be the product of a ti 
age ; and religious enthusiasm was but derangement in. 
biliary organs. Then did the Prices and Condorcets of C 
many indulge in day-dreams of perfectibility ; a new stw 
order was to bring back the Satumian era to the world ; ; 
philosophers sat on their sunny Pisgah, looking back overd 
savage deserts, and forward into a land flowing with milk ) 
honey. ^ 

This period also passed away, with its good and its e] 
of which chiefly the latter seems to be remembered ; for 
scarcely ever find the affair alluded to, except in terms oft; 
tempt, by the title Aufkldrerei (Illuminationism) ; and its ■ 
tisans, in subsequent satirical controversies, received the ni 
name of FhilisUrn (Philistines), which the few scattered i\ 
nants of them still bear, both in writing and speech. 'Sot 
arose again, and in a new and singular shape. The Swn 
of WerUr, Gdiz non Berlickingen, and the Robbers, may 5t| 
as patriarchs and representatives of three separate claM 
which, commingled In various proportions, or separately' 
existing, now with the preponderance of this, now of d 
occupied the whole popular hterature of Germany till near! 
end of the last century. These were the Sentimentalists,'! 
Chivalry-play writers, and other gorgeous and outrageous j 
sons ; as a whole, now picasandy denominated the ICrt^tM 
ner, literally. Power-men. They dealt in sceptical lamentatl 
mysterious enthusiasm, frenzy and suicide : they recurred ^ 
fondness to the Feudal Ages, delineating many a battlemeri 
keep, and swart bu£f-belted man-at-arms ; for in reflection! 
in action, they studied to be strong, vehement, rapidly eSecq 
of battle-tumult, love-madness, heroism and despair, there) 
no end. This literary period is called the Sturm- und £ 
Zeit, the Storm- and Stress-Period ; for great indeed -v. 
woe and fury of these Power-men. Beauty, to their r 
seemed synonymous with Strength. All passion t 
caJ, so it were but fierce enough. Their head moral v 
tras pride; their ieait idiai of manhood was some transc 
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Milton*s Devil. Often they inverted Bolingbroke's plan, and 
instead of 'patronising Providence/ did directly the opposite; 
raging with extreme animation against Fate in general, because 
it enthralled free virtue; and with clenched hands, or sounding 
shields, hurling defiance towards the vault of heaven. 

These Power-men are gone too ; and, with few exceptions, 
save the three originals above named, their works have already 
followed them. The application of all this to our own litera- 
ture is too obvious to require much exposition. Have not we 
also had our Power-men? And will not, as in Germany, to us 
likewise a milder, a clearer, and a truer time come round ? 
Our Byron was in his youth but what Schiller and Goethe had 
been in theirs : yet the author of Werter wrote Iphigenie and 
Torquato Tassoj and he who began with the Robbers ended 
with Wilhelm TelL With longer life, all things were to have 
been hoped for from Byron : for he loved truth in his inmost 
lieart, and would have discovered at last that his Corsairs and 
Harolds were not true. It was otherwise appointed. But with 
one man all hope does not die. If this way is the right one, 
we too shall find it. The poetry of Germany, meanwhile, we 
cannot but regard as well deserving to be studied, in this as in 
other points of view : it is distinctly an advance beyond any 
other known to us ; whether on the right path or not, may be 
still uncertain ; but a path selected by Schillers and Goethes, 
and vindicated by Schlegels and Tiecks, is surely worth serious 
'^ examination. For the rest, need we add that it is study for 
* self-instruction, nowise for purposes of imitation, that we re- 
commend ? Among the deadliest of poetical sins is imitation ; 
'^ for if every man must have his own way of thought, and his 
'''^l own way of expressing it, much more every nation. But of 
^ danger on that side, in the country of Shakspeare and Milton, 
^ there seems little to be feared. 

^^ 7 
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We come now to the second grand objection against Ger- 
Dian literature, its Mysiiasm, In treating of a subject itself so 
^'ague and dim, it were well if we tried, in the first place, to 
settle, with more accuracy, what each of the two contending 
parties really means to say or to contradict regarding it. Mys- 
tidsm is a word in the mouths of all : yet, of the hundred, 
^ perb^ not one has ever asked himself what this opprobrious 
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between true science and this Land of Chimeras was to be laid 
down. Examined strictly, mystical^ in most cases, will txim out 
to be merely synonymous with not understood. Yet surely 
there may be haste and oversight here ; for it is well known, 
that, to the understanding of anything, two conditions are 
equally required ; intelligibility in the thing itself being no whit 
more indispensable than intelligence in the examiner of it. "I 
am bound to find you in reasons. Sir," said Johnson, "but not 
in brains ;" a speech of the most shocking unpoliteness, yet 
truly enough expressing the state of the case. 

It may throw some light on this question, if we remind our 
readers of the following fact. In the field of human investiga- 
tion there are objects of two sorts : First, the visible^ including 
not only such as are material, and may be seen by the bodily 
eye ; but all such, likewise, as may be represented in a shape^ 
before the mind's eye, or in any way pictured there : And, 
secondly, the invisible, or such as are not only unseen by hu- 
man eyes, but as cannot be seen by any eye ; not objects of 
sense at all ; not capable, in short, of being pictured or im- 
aged in the mind, or in any way represented by a shape either 
without the mind or within it. If any man shall here turn upon 
us, and assert that there are no such invisible objects ; that 
whatever cannot be so pictured or imagined (meaning imaged) 
is nothing, and the science that relates to it nothing ; we shall 
regret the circumstance. We shall request him, however, to 
consider seriously and deeply within himself, what he means 
simply by these two words, God and his own Soul; and 
whether he finds that visible shape and true existence are here 
also one and the same ? If he still persist in denial, we have 
nothing for it, but to wish him good speed on his own separate 
path of inquiry ; and he and we will agree to differ on this sub- 
ject of mysticism, as on so many more important ones. 

Now, whoever has a material and visible object to treat, 
be it of Natural Science, Political Philosophy, or any such ex- 
ternally and sensibly existing department, may represent it to 
his own mind, and convey it to the minds of others, as it were, 
by a direct diagram, more complex indeed than a geometrical 
diagram, but still with the same sort of precision ; and, pro- 
vided his diagram be complete, and the same both to himself 
and his reader, he may reason of it, and discuss it, with the 
clearness, and, in some sort, the certainty of geometry itselt 
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If he do not so reason of it, this must be for want of compre- 
hension to image out the whole of it, or of distinctness to con- 
vey the same whole to his reader : the diagrams of the two are 
different ; the conclusions of the one diverge from those of the 
other, and the obscurity here, provided the readtr be a man of 
sound judgment and due attentiveness, results from incapacity 
on the part of the writer. In such a case, the latter is justly 
regarded as a man of imperfect intellect ; he grasps more than he 
can carry; he confuses what, with ordinary faculty, might be 
rendered clear ; he is not a mystic, but, what is much worse, a 
dunce. Another matter it is, however, when the object to be 
treated of belongs to the invisible and immaterial class ; can- 
not be pictured out even by the writer himself, much less, in 
ordinary symbols, set before the reader. In this case, it is 
evident, the difficulties of comprehension are increased an hun- 
dred-fold. Here it will require long, patient and skilful effort, 
both from the writer and the reader, before the two can so 
much as speak together ; before the former can make known to 
the latter, not how the matter stands, but even what the matter 
M, which they have to investigate in concert. He must devise 
new means of explanation, describe conditions of mind in which 
this invisible idea arises, the false persuasions that eclipse it, the 
false shows that may be mistaken for it, the glimpses of it that 
S-ppeair elsewhere ; in short, strive, by a thousand well-devised 
Jiiethods, to guide his reader up to the perception of it; in all 
"^hich, moreover, the reader must faithfully and toilsomely co- 
operate with him, if any fruit is to come of their mutual endea- 
"^our. Should the latter take up his ground too early, and affirm 
^o himself that now he has seized what he still has not seized ; 
^hat this and nothing else is the thing aimed at by his teacher, 
^he consequences are plain enough : disunion, darkness and 
Contradiction between the two ; the writer has written for an- 
other man, and this reader, after long provocation, quarrels 
^th him finally, and quits him as a mystic. 

Nevertheless, after all these limitations, we shall not hesi- 
^te to admit, that there is in the German mind a tendency to 
Mysticism, properly so called ; as perhaps there is, unless care- 
"^y guarded against, in all minds tempered like theirs. It is 
* fault ; but one hardly separable from the excellences we 
admire most in them. A simple, tender and devout nature, 
*^ed by some touch of divine Truth, and oi \K\s ^eft^a.^'^ 
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under some rude enough symbol, is rapt with it into a whirl- 
wind of unutterable thoughts; wild gleams of splendour dart to 
and fro in the eye of the seer, but the vision will not abide 
with him, and yet he feels that its light is light from heaven, 
and precious to him beyond all price. A simple nature, a 
George Fox or a Jacob Bohme, ignorant of all the ways of men, 
of the dialect in which they speak, or the forms by which they 
think, is labouring with a poetic, a religious idea, which, like 
all such ideas, must express itself by word and act, or consume 
the heart it dwells in. Yet how shall he speak ; how shall he 
pour forth into other souls that of which his own soul is full 
even to bursting ? He cannot speak to us ; he knows not our 
state, and cannot make known to us his own. His words are 
an inexplicable rhapsody, a speech in an unknown tongue. 
Whether there is meaning in it to the speaker himself, and 
how much or how true, we shall never ascertain ; for it is not 
in the language of men, but of one man who had not learned 
the language of men ; and, with himself, the key to its full inter- 
pretation was lost from amongst us. These are mystics ; men 
who either know not clearly their own meaning, or at least can- 
not put it forth in formulas of thought, whereby others, with what- 
ever difficulty, may apprehend it. Was their meaning dear to 
themselves, gleams of it will yet shine through, how ignorantly 
and unconsciously soever it may have been delivered ; was it 
still wavering and obscure, no science could have delivered it 
wisely. In either case, much more in the last, they merit and 
obtain the name of mystics. To scoffers they are a ready and 
cheap prey ; but sober persons understand that pure evil is as 
unknown in this lower Universe as pure good ; and that even 
in mystics, of an honest and deep-feeling heart, there may he 
much to reverence, and of the rest more to pity than to mock. 
But it is not to apologise for Bohme, or Novalis, or the 
school of Theosophus and Flood, that we have here undertaken. 
Neither is it on such persons that the charge of mysticisifl 
brought against the Germans mainly rests. Bohme is little 
known among uis ; Novalis, much as he deserves knowing, not 
at all ; nor is it understood, that, in their own country, these 
men rank higher than they do, or might do, with ourselves. The 
chief mystics in Germany, it would appear, are the Transcend- 
ental Philosophers, Kant, Fichte, and Schelling ! With these 
U the chosen seat of mysticism, these are its * tenebrific con- 
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stdlation." from which it ■ doth ray out darkness' over the earth. 
Among a certain class of thinkers, does a frantic exaggeration 
in sentiment, a crude fever-dream in opinion, an)'where break 
forth, it is directly labelled as Kanlism ; and the moon-struck 
speculator is, for the time, silenced and put to shame by this 
epithet. For often, in such circles, Kant's Philosophy is not 
only an absurdity, but a wickedness and a horror ; the pious 
and peaceful sage of KSnigsberg passes for a sort of Necrom- 
ancer and Black-artist in Metaphysics ; his doctrine is a re- 
gion of boundless baleful gloom, too cunningly broken here and 
there by splendours of unholy fire; spectres and templing de- 
mons people it, and, hovering over fathomless abysses, hang gay 
and gorgeous air-castles, into wliich the hapless traveller is se- 
duced to enter, and so sinks 10 rise no more. 

If anything in the history of Philosophy could surprise us, 
il might well be this. Perhaps among all the metaphysical 
"titers of the eighteenth century, Including Hume and Hartley 
iliemselves, there is not -one that so ill meets the conditions of 
2 mystic as this same Immanuel Kant. A quiet, vigilant, clear- 
sighted man, who had become distinguished to the world in 
mathematics before he attempted philosophy ; who in his writ- 
ings generally, on this and other subjects, is perhaps charac- 
tmsed by no quality so much as precisely by the distinctness 
rf his conceptions, and the sequence and iron strictness with 
>*liich he reasons. To our own minds, in the little that we know 
of him, he has more than once recalled Father Boscovich in 
' Natural Philosophy ; so piercing, yet so sure ; so concise, so 
5'ill, so simple ; with such clearness and composure does he 
"'ould [he complicacy of his subject ; and so firm, sharp and 
''cfioite are the results he evolves from it.B Bight or wrong as 
his hypothesis may be, no one that knows him will suspect that 
''c himself had not seen it, and seen over it; had not meditated 
■ "«ilh calmness and deep thought, and studied throughout to 
"^pound it with scientific rigour. Neither, as we often hear, is 
there any superhuman faculty required to follow him. We 
'weio assure such of our readers as are in any measure used 
'" Metaphysical study, that the Kriiih iLr reinm Vtmunft 

' We have heard that the Latin TratiSbtioii of his Works is iintntdligihle, 
J-.fTEiDslator himself not liaving understood ii ; also Ihal Villersisuo. 
Pill, b the studyof him. NcjllierVillers nor tboseLalin Works are '■-' 
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by no means the hardest task they have tried. It is true, there 
is an unknown and forbidding terminology to be mastered ; but 
is not this the case also with Chemistry, and Astronomy, and 
all other Sciences that deserve the name of science? It is true, 
a careless or unprepared reader will find Kant's writing a riddle 
but will a reader of Ihis sort make much of Newton's Pr/wtf^fea, 
or D'Alembert's Calculus of Varialionsf He will make nothing 
of them ; perhaps less than nothing ; for if he trust to his 1 
judgment, he will pronounce them madness. Yet if the Philo- 
sophy of Mind is any philosophy at all, Physics and Mathe- 
matics must be plain subjects compared with it. But these 
latter are happy, not only in the fixedness and simplicity of their 
methods, but also -in the universal acknowledgment of their 
claim to that prior and continual intensity of application, y, ' ' 
out which all progress in any science is impossible ; thouf^ 
more than one may be attempted without it; and blamed, be- 
cause without it they will yield no result. 

The truth is, German Philosophy differs not more widely 
from ours in the substance of its doctrines than in its manner 
of communicating them. The -class of disquisitions named 
Kamin-Phihsophii (Parlour-fire Philosophy) in Germany, is 
held in little estimation there. No right treatise on anything! 
it is believed, least of all on the nature of the human mind, c 
be profitably read, unless the reader himself cooperates ; tb* 
blessing of half-sleep in such cases is denied him ; he musl ' ' 
alert, and strain every faculty, or it profits nothing. Philosophy* j 
with these men, pretends to be a Science, nay the living pri**' \ 
ciple and sou! of all Sciences, and must be Created and studied' ' 
scientifically, or not studied and treated at all. Its doctrinC^'l 
should be present with every cultivated writer; its spirit shoul** | 
pervade every piece of composition, how slight or popular s"*] 
ever ; but to treat itself popularly would be a degradation an^H 
an impossibility. Philosophy dwells aloft in the Temple O'M 
Science, the divinity of its inmost shrine ; her dictates descen'V 
among men, but she herself descends not ; whoso would bOT| 
hold her, must climb with long and laborious effort ; nay sttlPl 
linger in the forecourt, till manifold trial have proved him worthy ] 
of admission into the interior solemnities. 

It is the false notion prevalent respecting the objects aim e^J 
at. and the purposed manner of attaining them, in Germain 
Philosophy, that causes, in great ^axt, this disappointment o/m 
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our attempts to study it, and the evil report which the disap- 
pointed naturally enough bring back with them. Let the reader 
believe us, the Critical Philosophers, whatever they may be, are 
no mystics, and have no fellowship with mystics. What a mys- 
tic is, we have said above. But Kant, Fichte, and Schelling, 
are men of cool judgment, and determinate energetic character; 
men of science and profound and universal investigation ; no- 
where does the world, in all its bearings, spiritual or material, 
theoretic or practical, lie pictured in clearer or truer colours 
than in such heads as these. We have heard Kant estimated 
as a spiritual brother of Bohme : as justly might we take Sir 
Isaac Newton for a spiritual brother of Baron Swedenborg, 
and Laplace's Mechanism of the Heavens for a peristyle to the 
Vision of the New Jerusalem, That this is no extravagant com- 
parison, we appeal to any man acquainted with any single 
volume of Kant's writings. Neither, though Schelling's system 
^ers still more widely from ours, can we reckon Schelling a 
mystic. He is a man evidently of deep insight into individual 
things ; speaks wisely, and reasons with the nicest accuracy, 
on ail matters where we understand his data. Fairer might it 
^ in us to say that we had not yet appreciated his truth, and 
before could not appreciate his error. But above all, the 
Biysticism of Fichte might astonish us. The cold, colossal, 
adamantine spirit, standing erect and clear, like a Cato Major 
among degenerate men ; fit to have been the teacher of the 
Stoa, and to have discoursed of Beauty and Virtue in the groves 
of Academe I Our reader has seen some words of Fichte's : are 
l^iese like words of a mystic ? We state Fichte's character, as 
rt is known and admitted by men of all parties among the Ger- 
'''^s, when we say that so robust an intellect, a soul so calm, 
^ lofty, massive and immovable, has not mingled in philo- 
sophical discussion since the time of Luther. We figure his 
motionless look, had he heard this charge of mysticism ! For 
^ man rises before us, amid contradiction and debate, like a 
S>^te mountain amid clouds and wind. Ridicule, of the best 
^t could be commanded, has been already tried against him ; 
^yt it could not avail. What was the wit of a thousand wits to 
^ ? The cry of a thousand choughs assaulting that old cliff 
^ granite : seen from the summit, these, as they winged the 
^dway air, showed scarce so gross as beetles, and their cry 
^^ seldom even audibie. Fichte's opimoiis ma^ \^ \s\\^ ^x 
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false ; but his character, as a thinker, can be slightly valued 
only by such as know it ill ; and as a man, approved by ac- 
tion and suffering, in his life and in his death, he ranks With a 
class of men who were common only in better ages than ours. 

The Critical Philosophy has been regarded by persons of 
approved judgment, and nowise directly implicated in the fur- 
thering of it, as distinctly the greatest intellectual achievement 
of the centur)'in which it came to light. August Wilhelm Schlegd 
has stated in plain terms his belief, that in respect of its pro- 
bable influence on the moral culture of Europe, it stands on a 
line with the Reformation. We mention Schlegel as a man 
whose opinion has a known value among ourselves. But the 
worth of Kant's philosophy is not to be gathered from votes 
alone. The noble system of morality, the purer theology, the 
lofty views of man's nature derived from it, nay perhaps the very 
discussion of such matters, to which it gave so strong an im- 
petus, have told with remarkable and beneficial influence on tbe 
whole spiritual character of Germany. No writer of any im- 
portance in that country, be he acquainted or not with the Criti- 
cal Philosophy, but breathes a spirit of devoutncss and eleva* 
tion more or less directly drawn from it. Such men as Goethe 
and Schiller cannot exist without effect in any literature or in 
any century : but if one circumstance more than another has 
contributed to forward their endeavours, and introduce that 
higher tone into the literature of Germany, it has been thft 
philosophical system ; to which, in wisely believing its result^ 
or even in wisely denying them, all that was lofty and pure in 
the genius of poetry, or the reason of man, so readily allied 
Itself. 

That such a system must, in the end, become known amOflS 
ourselves, as it is already becoming known in France and ItaljTi 
and over all Europe, no one acquainted in any measure with 
the character of this matter, and the character of England, wiD 
hesitate to predict. Doubtless it will be studied here, atid tjf 
heads adequate to do it justice ; it will be investigated duly atfi, 
thoroughly ; and settled in our minds on the footing which b^ 
longs to it, and where thenceforth it must continue. RespeCt' 
ing the degrees of truth and error which will then be found 10 
exist in Kant's system, or in the modifications it has since re* 
ceived, and is still receiving, we desire to be imderstood as 
making no estimate, and little qualified to make any. We would 
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rl studied and known, on general grounds ; because even 
Tors of such men are instructive ; and because, without a 
admixtuFe of truth, no error can exist under such combina- 
and become diffused so widely. To judge of it we pre- 
not : we are still inquirers in the mere outskirts of the 
r ; and it is but inquiry that we wish to see promoted, 
leanwhile, as an advance or first step towards this, we may 
something of what has most struck ourselves as charac- 
ig Kant's system ; as distinguishing it from every other 
a to us ; and chiefly from the Metaphysical Philosophy 

1 is taught in Britain, or rather which was taught ; for, on 
ig round, we see not that there is any such Philosophy in 

nee at the present day.i® The Kantist, in direct contra- \y 

n to Locke and all his followers, both of the French and 
sh or Scotch school, commences from within, and pro- 
outwards ; instead of commencing from without, and, 
irarious precautions and hesitations, endeavouring "to pro- 
inwards. The ultimate aim of all Philosophy must be to 
iret appearances, — from the given symbol to ascertain the 
Now the first step towards this, the aim of what may 
lied Primary or Critical Philosophy, must be to find some 
litable principle ; to fix ourselves on some unchangeable 
; to discover what the Germans call the Urwahr, the 

rhe name of Dugakl Stewart is a naaoe venerable to all Europe, and 

2 more dear and venerable than to ourselves. Nevertheless his writings 
t a Philosophy, but a making ready for one. He does not enter on the 

3 tM it ; he only enO0mp)asses it with fences, invites cultivators, and 
away intruders : often (fallen on evil d^s) he is reduced to long argu- 
with the passers-by, to prove that it w a field, that this so highly prized 
(1 of his is, in truth, sou and substance, not clouds and shadow. We 

his discussions on the nature of Philosophic Language, and fais un- 
ci efforts to set forth and guard against its fallacies, as worthy of all 
vledgment ; as indeed forming the greatest, perhaps the only true im- 
leat, which Hrilosophy has received among us in our age. It is only 
pnrftciai observer that the import of tiiese discussions can seem trivial ; 

understood, th^ give sufficient and final answer to Hartley's and 
tt*s, and all other possible forms of Materialism, the grand Idolatry, 
may rightly call it, by which, in all times, the true Worship, that of 
mible, has been polluted and withstood. Mr. Stewart has written 
IT against Kant ; but it would surprise him to find how much of a 
t he himself essentially is. Has not the whole scope of his labours 
x> rtooncile what a Kantist would call his Understanding with his 
Q ; a noble, but still too fruitless effort to overarch the chasm which, 
minds but his own, separates his Science from his Religion ? We re- 
tie Bssidnorus study of bis Works as tixe best preparation, lot stMd^n<^ 
xKaot. 
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Primitive Truth, the necessarily, absolutdy and eternally Tmi 
This necessarily True, this absolute basis of Truth, Locke » 
kntly, and Reid and his followers with more tumult, find inl 
certain modified Experience, and evidence of Sense, in theuid 
versal and natural persuasion of all men. Not so the Germans 
they deny that there is here any absolute Truth, or that an; 
Philosophy whatever can be built on such a basis ; nay th^ 
go to the length of asserting, that such an appeal even to ttu 
universal persuasions of mankind, gather them with what pre 
cautions you may, amounts to a total abdication of Philosoph) 
strictly so called, and renders not only its farther progress, bl 
its very existence, impossible. What, they would say, have til 
persuasions, or instinctive beliefs, or whatever they are callei 
of men, to do in this matter? Is it not the object of PhilosopS 
to enlighten, and rectify, and many times directly contradi 
these very beliefs ? Take, for instance, the voice of all genM 
tions of men on the subject of Astronomy. Will there, ouli 
any age or climate, be one dissentient against the_/arf of tl 
Sun's going round the Earth ? Can any evidence be deani 
is there any persuasion more universal, any belief more insda 
live? And yet the Sun moves no hairsbreadth ; but stands! 
the centre of his Planets, let us vote as we please. So is : 
likewise with our evidence for an external independent eal 
ence of Matter, and, in general, with our whole argument again 
Hume ; whose reasonings, from the premises admitted bothl 
him and us, the Germans affirm to be rigorously consistent al 
legitimate, and, on these premises, altogether uncontroverti 
and incontrovertible. British Philosophy, since the time ' 
Hume, appears to them nothing more than a ' laborious al 
' unsuccessful striving to build dike after dike in front of m 
' Churches and Judgment-halls, and so turn back from them ll 
' deluge of Scepticism, with which that extraordinary writ 
' overflowed us, and still threatens to destroy whatever we val 
' most.' This is August Wilhehn Schlegel's verdict ; given : 
words equivalent to these. 

The Germans take up the matter differently, and would! 
sail Hume, not in his outworks, but in the centre of his citad 
They deny his first principle, that Sense is the only inlet 
Knowledge, that Experience is the primary ground of Bell 
Their Primitive Truth, however, they seek, not historicallya 
by experiment, in the universal persuasions of men, but by 
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iiition, in the deepest and purest nature of Man. Instead of 
Lttempting. which they consider vain, to prove the existence of 
[^od« Virtue, an immaterial Soul, by inferences drawn, as the 
:onclusion of all Philosophy, from the world of Sense, they find 
liese things written as the beginning of all Philosophy, in ob- 
scured but inefi&ceable characters, within our inmost being ; 
and themselves first affording any certainty and clear meaning 
to that very world of Sense, by which we endeavour to demon- 
strate them. God is, nay alone is, for with like emphasis we 
cannot say that anything else is. This is the Absolute, the 
Ehrimitively True, which the philosopher seeks. Endeavouring, 
by logical argument, to prove the existence of God, a Kantist 
might say, would be like taking out a candle to look for the sun ; 
nay, gaze steadily into your candle-light, and the sun himself 
may be invisible. To open the inward eye to the sight of this 
Primitively True ; or rather we might call it, to clear off the 
Obscurations of Sense, which eclipse this truth within us, so 
that we may see it, and believe it not only to be true, but the 
foundation and essence of all other truth, — ^may, in such lan- 
guage as we are here using, be said to be the problem of Criti- 
cal Philosophy. 

In this point of view, Kant's system may be thought to have 
a remote affinity to those of Malebranche and Descartes. But 
if they in some measure agree as to their aim, there is the 
widest difference as to the means. We state what to ourselves 
has long appeared the grand characteristic of Kant*s Philo- 
sophy, when we mention his distinction, seldom perhaps ex- 
pressed so broadly, but uniformly implied, between Understand- 
ing and Reason ( Verstand and Vemunft), To most of our 
readers this may seem a distinction without a difference : never- 
theless, to the Kantists it is by no means such. They believe 
that both Understanding and Reason are organs, or rather, we 
should say, modes of operation, by which the mind discovers 
truth ; but they think that their manner of proceeding is essen- 
tially different ; that their provinces are separable and distin- 
guishable, nay that it is of the last importance to separate and 
distinguish them. Reason, the Kantists say, is of a higher 
nature than Understanding ; it works by more subtle methods, 
on higher objects, and requires a far finer culture for its develop- 
ment, indeed in many men it is never developed at all : but its 
wwlts are no }^s$ certain, nay rather, they are muc\i twqi^ v^\ 
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for Reason discerns Truth itselt the absolutely and primitively ■ 

Trtiej while Understanding discerns only rdnlions, and can- l 

not decide without if. The proper province of Understanding ' 



I 
I 



t decide without if. The proper province of Understanding 
is all, strictly speaking, real, practical and material knowledge. 
Mathematics, Physics. Political Economy, the adaptation oT 
means to ends in the whole business of life. In this province- 
it is the strength and universal implement of the mind : an in- I 
dispensable servant, without which, indeed, existence itself would — =^ 
be impossible. Let it not step beyond this province, however '~^^' 
not usurp the province of Reason, which it is appointed to obey, b 
and cannot rule over without ruin to the whole spiritual maa- ■» 
Should Understanding attempt to prove the existence of God^^ad 
it ends, if thorough-going and consistent with itself, in Atheism^^Mtj 
or a faint possible Theism, which scarcely differs from this "% 

should it speculate of Virtue, it ends in Utility, making Prud ^ 

ence and a sufficiently cunning love of Self the highest goodr"":^ 
Consult Understanding about the Beauty of Poetry, and it asks=^ — »i1 
Where is this Beauty f or discovers it at length in rhythms aD^i^> 
fitnesses, and male and female rhymes. Witness also its eve^E~»*; 
lasting paradoxes on Necessity and the Freedom of the Will 
its ominous silence on the end and meaning of man ; and rl*— -« 
enigma which, under such inspection, the whole purport of ei 
istence becomes. 

Nevertheless, say the Kantists, there is a truth in the? 
things. Virtue is Virtue, and not Prudence ; not less surel> 
than the angle in a semicircle is a right angle, and no trapenum 
Shakspeare is a Poet, and Boileau is none, think of it as yo« 
may : neither is it more certain that I myself exist, than th^ 
God exists, infinite, eternal, invisible, the same yesterday, to- 
day and forever. To discern these truths is the province <^ 
Reason, which therefore is to be cultivated as the highest faculty 
in man. Not by logic and argument does it work ; yet surely 
and clearly may it be taught to work ; and its domain lies i" 
that higher region whither logic and argument cannot reach ; 
in that holier region, where Poetry, and Virtue and Divinity 
abide, in whose presence Understanding wavers and recoilSi 
daziled into utter darkness by that ' sea of light," at once the 
fountain and the temiina.tion of all true knowledge. 

Will the Kantists foi^ive us for the loose and popular msuH 
ner \n which we mu>t here speak of these things, to bring thm 
ia any measure before the eyes ot oai teadeta ? — It may illu* 
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trate the distinction still farther, if we say, that in the opinion 
of a Kantist the French are of all European nations the most 
gifted with Understanding, and the most destitute of Reason ;^^ 
that DHYi^ Hume had no forecast of this latter; and that Shak- 
speare and Luther dwelt perennially in its purest sphere. 

Of the vast, nay in these days boundless, importance of this 
dittinction, could it be scientifically established, we need remind 
no thinking man. For the rest, far be it from the reader to sup- 
pose that this same Reason is but a new appearance, under an- 
other name, of our own old 'Wholesome Prejudice,' so well 
laiown to most of us ! Prejudice, wholesome or unwholesome, 
is a personage for whom the German Philosophers disclaim all 
shadow of respect ; nor do the vehement among them hide their 
^eep disdain for all and sundry who fight under her flag. Truth 
is to be loved purely and solely because it is true. With moral, 
XK>liticaI, religious considerations, high and dear as they may 
otherwise be, the Philosopher, as such, has no concern. To 
look at them would but perplex him, and distract his vision 
from the task in his hands. Calmly he constructs his theorem, 
as the Geometer does his, without hope or fear, save that he 
may or may not find the solution ; and stands in the middle, 
by the one, it may be, accused as an Infidel, by the other as 
an Enthusiast and a Mystic, till the tumult ceases, and what 
vras true, is and continues true to the end of all time. 

Such are some of the high and momentous questions treated 
^ by caln^, earnest and deeply meditative men, in this system 
of Philosophy, which to the wiser minds among us is still un- 
sown, and by the unwiser is spoken of and regarded in such 
^nner as we see. The profoundness, subtlety, extent of in- 
^stigation, which the answer of these questions presupposes, 
^eed not be farther pointed out. With the truth or falsehood 
of the system, we have here, as already stated, no concern : our 
*^Jni has been, so far as might be done, to show it as it ap- 
". ' peared to us ; and to ask such of our readers as pursue these 
studies, whether this also is not worthy of some study. The 
'cply we must now leave to themselves. 

As an appendage to the charge of Mysticism brought against 
t^e Germans, there is often added the seemingly incongruous 

. *^ Schelling has said as much or more {Methodfe des Academijchen Stu- 
dhim, pp. 105-111), in terms which we coiild wish we had space to tran- 
loibe. 
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one of Irreligion. On this point also we had much to say ; but 
must for the present decline it. Meanwhile, let the reader be 
assured, that to the charge of Irreligion, as to so many others, 
J the Germans will plead not guilty. On the contrary, they wiU 

not scruple to assert that their literature is, in a positive senses 
religious ; nay, perhaps to maintain, that if ever neighbouring 
nations are to recover that pure and high spirit of devotion, the 
loss of which, however we may disguise it or pretend to over- 
look it, can be hidden from no observant mind, it must be by 
travelling, if not on the same path, at least in the same direc- 
tion in which the Germans have already begun to travel We 
shall add, that the Religion of Germany is a subject not for 
slight but for deep study, and, if we mistake not, may in some 
degree reward the deepest. 

Here, however, we must close our examination or defence. 
We have spoken freely, because we felt distinctly, and thought 
the matter worthy of being stated, and more fully inquired inta 
Farther than this, we have no quarrel for the Germans : we 
would have justice done to them, as to all men and all things ; 
but for their literature or character we profess no sectarian or 
exclusive perference. We think their recent Poetry, inde^ 
superior to the recent Poetry of any other nation ; but taken as 
^ a whole, inferior to that of several ; inferior not to our own 

only, but to that of Italy, nay perhaps to that of Spain. Their 
Philosophy too must still be regarded as uncertain ; at best only 
the beginning of better things. But surely even this is not to 
be neglected. A little light is precious in great darkness : nor, 
amid the myriads of Poetasters and Philosophes, are Poets and 
Philosophers so numerous that we should reject such, when they 
speak to us in the hard, but manly, deep and expressive tones 
of that old Saxon speech, which is also our mother-tongue. 

We confess, the present aspect of spiritual Europe might 
fill a melancholic observer with doubt and foreboding. It is 
mournful to see so many noble, tender and high-aspiring minds 
deserted of that religious light which once guided all such : 
standing sorrowful on the scene of past convulsions and con- 
troversies, as on a scene blackened and bumt-up with fire ; 
mourning in the darkness, because there is desolation, and no 
home for the soul ; or what is worse, pitching tents among the 
ashes, and kindling weak earthly lamps which we are to take 
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for stars. This darkness is but transitory obscuration : these 
ashes are the soil of future herbage and ricber harvests. Re- 
li^'ion, Poetry, is not dead ; it will never die. lis dwelling and 
b'rthplace is in the soul of man, and it is eternal as the being 
oi man. In any point of Space, in any section of Time, let 
there be a living Man ; and there is an Infinitude above him 
and beneath him, and an Eternity encompasses him on this 
hand and on that ; and tones of Sphere-music, and tidings from 
loftier worlds, will flit round him, if he can but listen, and visit 
him with holy influences, even in the thickest press of trivial- 
ities, or the din of busiest life. Happy the man, happy the 
nation that can hear these tidings ; that has them written in 
fit characters, legible to every eye, and the solemn import of 
them present at all moments to every heart 1 That there is, in 
these days, no nation so happy, is too clear ; but that all na- 
tions, and ourselves in the van, are, with more or less discern- 
ment of its nature, struggling towards this happiness, is the 
hope and the glory of our lime. To us, as to others, success, 
M a distant or a nearer day, cannot be uncertain. Meanwhile, 
the first condition of success is, that, In striving honestly our- 
Mlves, we honestly acknowledge the striving of our neighbour; 
that with a Will unwearied in seeking Truth, we have a Sense 
i>pen for it, wheresoever and howsoever it may arise. 
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If the charm of fame consisted, as Horace has mistalceni; 
clared, ' in being pointed at with the finger, and having it i 
This is he !" few writers of the present age could boast of t 
fame than Werner. It has been the unhappy fortune of 
man to stand for a long period incessantly before the worli 
a far stronger light than naturally belonged to him, or c 
exhibit him to advantage. Twenty years ago he was a m; 
considerable note, which has ever since been degenerating 
notoriety. The mystic dramatist, the sceptical enthusiast, 
known and partly esteemed by all students of poetry ; Mad 
de Stal!l, we recollect, allows him an entire chapter in her ^ 
magne. It was a much CMrset curiosity, and in a much » 
circle, which the dissipated man, by successive indecorums 
tasioned ; till at last the convert to Popery, the preaching 
lot, came to figure in all newspapers ; and some picture of 
was required for all heads that would not sit blank and mu 
the topic of every coffeehouse and tsslhetic tea. In dim he 
that is, in the great majority, the picture was, of course, 
verted into a strange bugbear, and the original decisively en( 
condemned ; but even the few, who might see him in his 
shape, felt too well that nothing loud could be said in his 

" Foreign Review, No. T.—Leliris-Abriss Fritdrich LadwigZ. 
rim Wafers. Van rfm Heramgtber von mpaiin«i Let-in vitd Naa 
(Sketch of the tiie of Trederiidi Ludwig Zacharias Werner. By (be E 
of ■ Hoffmann's Life and Remains.') Berlin, 1823. 

a. Dit Sdhiri rf« Thab. (The Sons of the Valley.) A DramaUo P 
VufL DiiTciafUraufCyptrn. (The Templars in Cyprus-) PanH. 
KriKsesbrUder. (The Brethren oflhe Cross,) Berlin, iBoi, iBoa, 

3. Das fCrivz (w do- Oslsa. (The Cross on the Ballia.) A Tr^ 
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LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WERNER. 

ha^; that, with so many mournful blemishes, if exlenuation ^ 
could rot avail, no complete defence was to be attempted, 

At the same time, it is not the history ofa mere literary pro- 
fligate thai we have here to do with. Of men whom fine talena 
cannot If irh the humblest prudence, whose high feeling, unex- 
pressed ill noble action, must lie smouldering with baser ad- 
mixtures in their own bosom, till their existence, assaulted from 
nitliout and from within, becomes a burnt and blackened ruin, 
'.0 be sighed over by the few, and stared at, or trampled on, 
by the many, there is unhappily no want in any country ; nor 
L can the unnatural union of genius with depravity and degra- 
I dlition have such charms for our readers, that we should go 
'' abroad in quest of it, or in any case dwell on it otherwise than 
with reluctance. Werner is somethlngmore than this ; agifccd 
spirit, stni^ling earnestly amid the new, complex, tumultuoul 
influences of his time and country, but without force to body 
himself forth from amongst them ; a keen adventurous swimmer, 
?' ming towards high and distant landmarks, but too weakly in 
^ii tough a sea ; for the currents drive him far astray, and he 
iinks at last in the waves, attaining little for himself, and Icav^ 
'"6 little, save the memory of his failure, to others. A glaric 
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wn less interest us, the c 
slill rolls in wild eddies 
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be unprofitable ; if the man himself 
cean of German, of European Opinion 
o and fro ; and with 

the history of such men, every oi 



Our materials for this survey are deficient, not so much ia J 
•plantity as quality. The ' Life,' now known to be by Hitzig I 
"f Berlin, seems a very honest, unpresuming performance ; 1 

n the other hand, it is much too fragmentary and discut*' 
We for our wants ; the features of the man are nowhere unite ' 
iwo a portrait, but left for the reader to unite as he may ; a. 
t^k which, to most readers, will be hard enough : for the 
Work, short in compass, is more than proportionally short in 
Jttails of facts ; and Werner's history, much as an intimate J 
inBid must have known of it, still lies before us, in great fwi^ I 
^A and unintelligible. For what he has done we shoul4 1 
}»k» thank our Author ; yet it seems a pity, that in 
lace he had not done more and better, A singular chancfl 
i ium, a,t the same time, companioa of both Hoffmann and 
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Werner, pcihaps tlie two most showy, heterogeneous and ml; 
interpretable writers of his day ; nor shall we deny that, i 
performing 3 friend's duty to their memory, he has done truth 
also a service. His Lift ef HeffmaHH,* pretending to no ar 
fulness of arrangement, is redundant, rather than defective, i 
minuteness ; but there, at least, the means of a correct judg* 
ment ate brought within our reach, and the work, as usual 
with Hitiig, bears marks of the utmost fairness ; and of ai 
accuracy which we might almost call professional : for the 
Author, it would seem, is a legal functionary of long standing, 
and now of respectable rank ; and he examines and records, 
with a certain notarial strictness too rare In compilatioi 
this sort. 

So far as Hoffmann is concerned, therefore, we have reasov 
to be satisfied. In regard to Werner, however, we cannot sa_' 
so much ; here we should certainly have wished for more facta 
though it had been with fewer consequences drawn from then* 
were these somewhat chaotic expositions of Werner's characte 
exchanged for simple particulars of his walk and conversation 
the result would be much surer, and, especially 10 foreigners 
much more complete and luminous. As it is, from repeate= 
perusals of this biography, we have failed to gather any veM 
clear notion of the man : nor, with perhaps more study of h_- 
writings than, on other grounds, they could have merited, do* 
his manner of existence still stand out to us with that distin - 
cohesion which puts an end to doubt. Our view of him tM 
reader will accept as an approximation, and be content to wo 
der with us, and charitably pause where we cannot altogeth 
interpret. 

Werner was born at KOnigsberg, in East Prussia, on tM 
iSth of November 1768. His father was Professor of Histors 
and Eloquence in the University there ; and farther, in virtmJ 
of this office, Dramatic Censor ; which latter circumstance pr"' 
cured young Werner almost daily opportunity of visiting tfs 
theatre, and so gave him, as he says, a greater acquaintanC 
with the mechanism of the stage than even most players a 
possessed of. A strong taste for the drama it probably enough 
gave him; but this skill in stage-mechanism may be questioned, 
iiir ofien in his own plays, no such skill, but rather the want 
of it, is e\'inced. 

* See Appendix \. No. a, % hoffnuinn. 
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The Professor and Censor, of whom we hear nothing in 
blame or praise, died in the fourteenth year of his son, and the 
boy now fell to the sole charge of his mother; a woman whom 
he seems to have loved warmly, but whose guardianship could 
scarcely be the best for him. Werner himself speaks of her 
in earnest commendation, as of a pure, high-minded and 
heavily-afflicted being. Hoffmann, however, adds, that she 
was hypochondriacal, and generally quite delirious, imagining 
herself to be the Virgin Mary, and her son to be the promised 
Shiloh ! Hoffmann had opportunity enough of knowing ; for 
it is a curious fact that these two singular persons were brought 
up under the same roof, though, at this time, by reason of their 
difference of age, Werner being eight years older, they had little 
or no acquaintance. What a nervous and melancholic parent 
was, Hoffmann, by another unhappy coincidence, had also full 
occasion to know : his own mother, parted from her husband, lay 
helpless and broken-hearted for the last seventeen years of her 
life, and the first seventeen of his; a source of painful influences, 
which he used to trace through the whole of his own character; 
as to the like cause he imputed the primary perversion of Wer- 
ner's. How far his views on this point were accurate or exag- 
gerated, we have no means of judging. 

Of Werner's early years the biographer says little or no- 
thing. We learn only that, about the usual age, he matricu- 
lated in the Konigsberg University, intending to qualify him- 
self for the business of a lawyer ; and with his professional 
studies imited, or attempted to unite, the study of philosophy 
under Kant. His college-life is characterised by a single, but 
too expressive word ; * It is said,* observes Hitzig, • to have 
been very dissolute.* His progress in metaphysics, as in all 
branches of learning, might thus be expected to be small ; in- 
deed, at no period of his life can he, even in the language of 
pan^;yric, be called a man of culture or solid information on 
any subject. Nevertheless, he contrived, in his twenty-first 
year, to publish a little volume of * Poems,* apparently in very 
tolerable magazine metre ; and after some ' roamings* over 
Germany, having loitered for a while at Berlin, and longer at 
Dresden, he betook himself to more serious business ; applied 
for admittance and promotion as a Prussian man of law ; the 
employment which young jurists look for in that country being 
chiefly in the hands of Government ; cotis\s.\\ti^« \Ckdifi»^ ^ 
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arpMntments in the various judicial or administrative Boards 
hy which the Provinces are managed. In 1793. Werner ac- 
cordingly was made Kammtrsecntar (Exchequer Secreiary) ; 
a subaltern ofEce, which he held successively in several stations, 
and last and longest in Warsaw, where Hitzlg, a youi^ mao 
following the same profession, first became acquainted with 
him in 1799. 

What the purport or result of Werner's ' roamings' may 
have been, or how he had demeaned himself in office or out of 
it, we are nowhere informed ; but it is an ominous circumstance 
that, even at this period, in his thirtieth year, he had divorced 
two wives, the last at least by mutual consent, and was look- 
ing out for a third 1 Hitzig, with whom he seems to bxit 
formed a prompt and close intimacy, gives us no full pic:ure of 
him under any of his aspects : yet wc can see that his life, as 
naturally it might, already wore somewhat of a shattered ap^ 
pearance in his own eyes ; that he was broken in character, ii^ 
spirit, perhaps in bodily constitution ; and, contenting himsel' 
with the transient gratifications of so gay a city and so tolC 
able an appointment, had renounced all steady and ration^ 
hope either of being happy, or of deserving to be so. Of ufl 
steady and irrational hopes, however, he had stiti abundance 
'I'he fine enthusiasm of his nature, undestroyed by so manj 
external perplexities, nay to which perhaps these very perplwri 
ties had given fresh and undue excitement, glowed forth »• 
strange many-coloured brightness from amid the wreck ofhW 
fortunes ; and led him into wild worlds of speculation, t" 
more vehemently, that the real world of action and duty h 
become so unmanageable in his hands. 

Werner's early publication had sunk, after a brief provin-l 
cial life, into merited obhvion : in fact, he had then only been 
a rhymer, and was now, for the first time, beginning to be a 
poet. We have one of Ihose youthful pieces transcribed i 
this Volume, and certainly it exhibits a curious conti 
his subsequent writings, both in form and spirit. In form, b 
cause, unlike the first-fruits of a genius, it is cold and c 
while his later works, without exception, are fervid, extravagans 
and full of gross blemishes. In spirit no less, because, t 
ing of his favourite theme, Religion, it treats of it harshly a 
tceptically ; beinp^. indeed, Uttle more than a metrical versioi 
of coaaaoa Utilitariaa Fre«-clunking, as it may be lound (witfa 
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O'jt mt'j'c) is laosl taverns and debating-societies. Wemer'a 
iateimedialc secret-history might form a strange chapter in 
psychology: for now, it is clear, his French scepticism had got 
overlaid with wondrous theosophic garniture ; his mind was 
full of visions and cloudy glories, and no occupation pleased 
him better than to controvert, in generous inquiring minds, 
that very unbelief which he apftears to have once entertained 
in his own. From Hitzig's account of the matter, this seems 
to have formed the strongest link of Ins intercourse with Wer- 
nei. The latter was bis senior by ten years of time, and by 
more than ten years of unhappy experience ; the grand ques- 
! tions of Immortality, of Fate, Free-will, Foreknowledge abso- 
lute, were in continual agitation between them; and Hitiig 
still remembers with gratitude these earnest warnings against 
irregularity of life, and so many ardent and not ineffectual 
endeavours to awaken in the passionate temperament of youth 
a. glow of purer and enlightenii^ lire, 

' Some leagues from Warsaw,' says the Biographer, ' enchanlingly 

embosomed in a (hick wood, close by [he high banks of the Vistula, lies 

the Csmaldulensian Abbey of Bidany, inhabited by a class of monks, . 

who m striotness of discipline yield otilji to those of La Trappe. To this 

cloistral solitude Werner was wont lo repair with his friend, every fine 

Saturday of the summer ofiEoo, so soon as their occupations in tbe city 

were over. In defect of any formal inn, the two used to bivouac in the 

forest, or at best to sleep under a temporary tent. The Sunday was then 

•PSBI in tbe open air ; in roving about the woods ; sailing on the river, 

«»d the like i til! late night recalled them to the city. On snch occa- 

wmi, the joimger of the party had ample room li imfoM his whole heart 

htibre his more mature and settled companion; to advance his doubts 

■ml objections against many theories, which Werner was already cher- 

iddog; and so, by exciting him with contradiclion, to cause him to make 

Week after week, these discussions were carefully resumed 
toiB the point where they had been left : indeed, to Werner, 
11 would seem, this controversy had unusual attractions ; for 
oc was pow busy composing a Poem, intended principally to 
'Uiivince the world of those very truths which he was striving 
lu impress on his friend ; and to which the world, as might be 
i;.\pecled, was likely to give a similar reception. The character, 
m at least the way of thought, attributed to Robert d'Heredon, 
ihe Scottish Templar, in the Sons of the Valley, was borrowed, 
11 appears, as it by regular instalmentSj from these c 
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with Hitzig ; the result of the one Sunday being duly entend 
in iiriiinaiK. form during the week ; then audited on the Sunday 
l<illjwing ; and so forming the text for farther disquisition. 
•Blissful days,' adds Hitzig, 'pure and innocent, which doubt- 
' less Werner also ever held in pleased remembrance V 

The Siihne des Thais, composed in this rather questionable. 
fashion, was in due time forthcoming ; the First Part in 1801, 
the Second about a year afterwards. It is a drama, or ratbefi 
two dramas, unrivalled at least in one particular, in lengtli; 
each Part being a play of six acts, and the whole amounlhig 
to somewhat more than 3oo small octavo pages 1 To atlempt 
any analysis of such a work would but fatigue our readers KJ 
little purpose : it is, as might be anticipated, of a most loose 
and formless structure ; expanding on all sides into vague 
boundlessness, and, on the whole, resembling not so much » 
poem as the rude materials of one. The subject is the destruc- 
tion of the Templar Order ; an event which has been dram*- 
tiscd more than once, but on which, notwithstanding, Wem^i 
we suppose, may boast of being entirely original. The fate w 
Jacques Molay and his brethren acts here but like a little les" 
ven ; and lucky were we, could it leaven the lump ; but it iia 
buried under such a mass of Mystical theology, Masonic mum- 
mery. Cabalistic tradition and Rosienician philosophy, as no 
power could work into dramatic union. The incidents arefe*. 
and of little interest ; interrupted continually by flaring show* 
and long-winded speculations ; for Werner's besetting sin, that 
of loquacity, is here in decided action ; and so we wander, io 
aimless windings, through scene after scene of gorgeousnessor 
gloom ; till at last the whole rises before us like a wild phan- 
tasmagoria ; cloud heaped on cloud, painted indeed here mJ 
there with prismatic hues, but representing nothing, or at learf 
not the subject, but the author. 

In this last point of view, however, as a picture of himsel( 
independently of other considerations, this play of Wemer'l 
may still have a certain value for us. The strange chaotic na 
ture ol the man is displayed in it : his scepticism and theosa 
phy ; his audacity, yet intrinsic weakness of character; hi 
bafned longings, but stiU ardent endeavours after Truth am 
Good : his search for them in far journeyings, not on the beatc 
highways, but through the pathless infinitudes of Thought T 
call it a work of ait would be a misapplication of names : it . 
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tie more than a rhapsodic efiusion ; the outpouring of a pas- 
Dnate and mystic soul, only half-knowing what it utters, and 
>t ruling its own movements, but ruled by them. It is fair to 
id, that such also, in a great measure, was Werner's own 
Lew of the matter : most likely the utterance of these things 
ave him such relief, that, crude as they were, he could not 
uppress them. For it ought to be remembered, that in this 
performance one condition, at least, of genuine inspiration is 
lot wanting : Werner evidently thinks that in these his ultra- 
mundane excursions he has found truth; he has something 
positive to set forth, and he feels himself as if bound on a high 
and holy mission in preaching it to his fellow-men. 

To explain with any minuteness the articles of Werner's 
creed, as it was now fashioned and is here exhibited, would be 
A task perhaps too hard for us, and, at all events, unprofitable in 
proportion to its difficulty. We have found some separable 
passages, in which, under dark symbolical figures, he has him- 
self shadowed forth a vague likeness of it : these we shall now 
submit to the reader, with such expositions as we gather from 
^ context, or as German readers, from the usual tone of 
speculation in that country, are naturally enabled to supply. 
This may, at the same time, convey as fair a notion of the work 
itself, with its tawdry splendours, and tumid grandiloquence, 
8nd mere playhouse thunder and lightning, as by any other 
plan our limits would admit. 

Let the reader fancy himself in the island of Cyprus, where 
fe Order of the Templars still subsists, though the heads of it 
*re already summoned before the French King and Pope Cle- 
^nt ; which summons they are now, not without dreary 
enough forebodings, preparing to obey. The purport of this 
first Part, so far as it has any dramatic purport, is to paint 
the situation, outward and inward, of that once pious and 
Woic, and still magnificent and powerful body. It is entitled 
^ Templars in Cyprus j but why it should also be called The 
Sms of the Valley does not so well appear; for the Brother- 
hood of the Valley has yet scarcely come into activity, and 
only hovers before us in glimpses, of so enigmatic a sort, that 
we know not fully so much as whether these its Sons are of 
flesh and blood like ourselves, or of some spiritual nature, or 
of something intermediate and altogether nondescript. Fot 
the rest, it is a series of spectacles and dissertatiorvs \ \.\ve ^lCXXcv, 

VOL, I. G 
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cannot so much be said to advance as to revolve. On this occar 
sion the Templars are admitting two new members ; the aco- 
lytes have already passed their preliminary trials ; this is the 
chief and final one : 

Act V. Scene I. 

Midftight Interior of the Temple Church, Backwards, a deep perspec- 
tive of Altars and Gothic Pillars, On the right-hand side of the fore- 
ground, a little Chapel ; and in this an Altar with the figure of St. 
Sebastian. The scene is lighted very dimly by a sin^ Lamp which 
hangs before the Altar. 

« • • « • 

Adalbert \dressedin white, without mantle or doublet ; groping hii 
way in the dark]. 

Was it not at the Altar of Sebastian 

That I was bidden wait for the Unknown ? 

Here should it be ; but darkness with her veil 

Inwraps the figures. [Advancing to the Altr^mf 

Here is the fifth pillar ! 

Yes, this is he, the Sainted. — How the glimmer 

Of that faint lamp falls on his fading eye ! — 

Ah, it is not the spears o' th' Saracens, 

It is the pangs of hopeless love that burning 

Transfix tljy heart, poor Comrade ! — O my Agnes, 

May not thy spirit, in this earnest hour, 

Be looking on ? Art hovering in that moonbeam 

Which struggles through the painted window, and dies 

Amid the cloister's gloom ? Or linger'st thou 

Behind these pillars, which, ominous and black, 

Look down on me, like horrors of the Past 

Upon the Present ; and hidest thy gentle form, 

Lest with thy paleness thou too much affright me ? 

Hide not thyself, pale shadow of my Agnes, 

Thou affrightest not thy lover. — Hush! — 

Hark I Was not there a rustling ? — Father I You ? 
Philip [rushing in with wild looks}. 

Yes, Adalbert ! — But time is precious ! — Come, 

My son, my one sole Adalbert, come with me ! 

Adalbert. What would you, father, in this solemn hour f ] 

Philip. This hour, or never ! [Leading Adalbert to the AUdP' 

Hither ! — Know'st thou him t 
Adalbert. *Tis Saint Sebastian. j 

Philip. Because he would not - . 

Renounce his faith, a tyrant had him murdered. [Points to his heti4' j 

These furrows, too, the rage of tyrants ploughed 

In thy old father's face. My son, my first bom child. 
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In this great hoar I Jo conjure thee! Will thou, 
Wilt thou obey me ? 

Adalbert. Be it just. I will I 

Philip. Then swear, in this great hour, in this dread presence. 
Here by thy father's head made early gray, 
By the remembrance of Ihy mother's ogony, 
And by the ravislicd blossom of lliy Agnes, 
Against the Tyranny which sacrificed us. 
Inexpiable, bloody, everlasting hate ! 

Adalbert. Ha! Tair the All avenger spoTie llirongh thee! — 
Yes! Blooriy shall my Agnes' death-torch bum 
In Philip's heart ; I swear it ! 

Pkjlip \yiiith iit£Teasiag'!ithemeaei\. And ii thou break 
This oath, and if thou reconcile (hee lo him, 
Or let his golden chains, his gifts, his prayers, 
His dying moan itself avert thy dagger 
"When th' hoar of vengeance comes, — shall this gray head, 
Thy mother's wail, the last rfgh of thy Agnes, 
Recuse thee at the bar of the Eternal '. 

Adalbert. So be it, if I break my oath! 

Philip. Tlien man thee! — 

[ZoDifiBf vp, then shritztiHg togtlhrr, as luitA iimalal eyes. 

_ „ot that his lightning? — Fare thee welll 

^ tear the footstep of the Dreadeil 1 — Firm — 

Remember me, remember this stem midnight! [Hetira hastily, 

Adalbert \ala»c\. Yes, Grayliead, whom the beckooing of tho I 
LoM ' 

Sail hither to awake me out of craven sleep, 
I will remember thee and this Blera midnight. 
And my Agnes' spirit shall have vengeance ! — ■ 






'" IB Armed Mart. He is mailed from head la foal in black harness s 
his visor is closed. 
Armed Man. Prayl {Adalbert kneels. 

•le thyself 1 — \He strips Mm to Ihe girdle and raises Um. 

l^mV on the ground, and follow! 
[He leads him iHte Ihe backurourtd la a Irap-rleor, an the right. 
He dtscends first himself'; and-when Adttlbtrt hasfolUmied 
him, it closes. 



Scene II. 

I Ctmltery efthi Templars, under the Church. 77ie scene is lighted only 
■ a Lamp xuhich hangs down from the vault. Around are Tomb- 
nes of deceased Knights, marked joilk Cresses and sculptured Bona. 
ii the boiligrouHd, two colossal Skelrlons liolding It/lween them a largi 
'if^dte Beoi, marhedwilh a red Cross : from Ifu under end 0/ the Boob 
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kangs a long black curtain. The Book^ of wkick omiy ike cowr ii 
visibUf has an inscription in black ciphers. The Skeleton om the ri^ 
holds in its right hand a naked drawn Sword; that on the left holds 
in its left hand a Palm turned downwards. On the rig^ side oftki 
foreground stands a black Coffin open ; on tke left^ a sismiar one with 
the body of a Templar in the full dress of his Order; on both Coffins 
are inscriptions in white ciphers. On each side^ nearer the backgrmtnd^ 
are seen the lowest steps of the stairs which lead up into the TemfU 
Church above the vault. 

Armed Man [not yet visible ; above on ihe right-hand stairs\ 

Dreaded ! Is the grave laid open ? 
Concealed Voices. Yea! 

Armed Man ]who after a pause shows himself on the stairs]. 
Shall he behold the Tombs o* th' fathers? 

Concealed Voices. Yea ! 

[Armed Man with drawn sword leads Adalbert carefuUy dof^ 
the steps on the right hand. 
Armed Man [to Adalbert], 
Look down! Tis on thy life ! [Leads him to the open Ce^ff^ 

What seest thou? 
Adalbert. An open empty Coffin. 
Armed Man. Tis the house 

"Where thou one day shalt dwell — Canst read th* inscription? 

Adalbert. No. ^ 

Armed Man. Hear it, then : *Thy wages, Sin, is Deaths ^ 
[Leads him to the opposite Coffin where the Body is A^^^ 
Look down ! Tis on thy life! — ^What seest thou? [Shows the Cj^^ 
Adalbert. A Coffin with a Corpse. 
Armed Man. He is thy Brother; 

One day thou art as he. — Canst read th' inscription ? 
Adalbert. No. 

Armed Man. Hear : ' Corruption is the name of Life.' 
Now look around; go forward, — ^move, and act! — 

[He pushes him towards the background of the sti^^ 
Adalbert [observing the Book], 
I la! Here the Book of Ordination ! — Seems [Approachif^i' 

As if th' inscription on it might be read. [He reads ^ 

' Klnock four times on the ground, 
Thou shalt behold thy loved one.* 

O Heavens ! And may I see thee, sainted Agnes ? 
My bosom yearns for tiee ! — [Hastening close to the Bctk 

[ With the following words ^ he stamps four times on the ground 

One, — ^Two, — ^Three^ — ^Four ! — 

[The Curtain hanging from the Book rolls rapidly up^ and covers it A 
colossal DeidPs'head appears between the two Skddomsi Us form u\ 
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horrible; it is gilt ; has a huge golden Crown ^ a Heart of the sante on 
its Brow ; rolling flaming Eyes ; Serpents instead of Hair ; golden 
Chains round its necky which is visible to the breast ; and a golden 
Cross y yet not a Crucifix^ which rises aver its right shoulder^ as if 
crushing it down. The whole Bust rests on four gilt Dragon^ s-feet. 
At sight of it Adalbert starts bcuk in horror^ and exclaims: 

Defend us! 

Armed Man. Dreaded ! may he hear it ? 

Concealed Voices. Yea! 

Armed Man \touches the Curtain with his Sword ; it rolls down 
aver the DeviPs^ heady concealing it again ; andabave^ cis before^ 
appears the Booky but now openedy with white colossal leaves and 
red characters. The Armed Many pointing constantly to the 
Book with his swordy and therewith turning the leaves y addresses 
Adalberty who stands on the other side of the Booky and nearer 
the foreground^, 

t to the Story of the Fallen Master. 

[He reads the follaudng from the Book ; yet not standing be- 
fore ity but on one sidcy ctt some paces distancCy and whilst 
he reads y turning the leaves with his Swords 

* So now when the foundation-stone was laid, 
The Lord called forth the Master, Bafibmetus, 
And said to him : Go and complete my Temple ! 
But in his heart the Master thought : What boots it 
Building thee a temple ? and took the stones, 
And built himself a dwelHng, and what stones 
Were left he gave for filthy gold and silver. 
Now after forty moons the Lord returned, 
And spake : Where is my Temple, Baffometus ? 
The Master said: I had to build myself 
A dwelling ; grant me other forty weeks. 
And after forty weeks, the Lord returns. 
And asks : Where is my Temple, Baffometus? 
He said : There were no stones (but he had sold them 
For filthy gold) ; so wait yet forty days. 
In forty days thereafter came the Lord, 
And cried : Where is my Temple, Baffometus? 
Then like a millstone fell it on his soul 
How he for lucre had betrayed his Lord ; 
But yet to other sin the Fiend did tempt him, 
And he answ«:ed, saying : Give me forty hours ! 
And when the forty hours were gone, the Lord 
Came down in wrath : My Temple, Baffometus? 
Then fell he quaking on his face, and cried 
For mercy; hut the Lord was wroth, and saad\ 
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Since thou hast coiened me with empty lies. 

And. Ihose the &toae< I lent thee for my Temple 

Hast sold them for a purse of filthy gold, 

Lo, I wilt cast thee forth, and with the Mammal 

Will chastise thee, until a Saviour rise 

Of thy own seed, who shall redeem thy trespass. 

Then did the Lord lift up the purse of gold; 

And shook the gold into a melting-pot, 

And set the melting-pot upon the Sun, 

So that the metal fused into a Quid mass. 

And then he dipt a finger in the same. 

And straightway touching Baffometus, 

Anoints him on the chin and brow and cheeki. 

Then was the face of BaSbmetus changed ; 

His eyeballs rolled like fire-flames, 

His nose became a crooked vulture's bill, 

The tongue hung hloody from his throat ; flie fi 

Went from his hollow cheeks ; and of his hidr 

Grew snakes, and of the snakes grew Devil's-hor 

Again the Lord put forth Ms finger with the gold, I 

And pressed it upon Baffometus' heart; 

Whereby the heart did bleed and wither up, 

And all his manbers bled and withered up, 

And fell away, the one and then the other. 

At last his back itself sunk into ashes ; 

The bead alone continued gilt and living ; 

And instead of back, grew dragon's-talons. 

Which destroyed all life from off the Earth. 

Then from the ground the Lord took up the heai 

Which, as h2 touched it, also grew of gold, 

And placed it on the brow of Baffometus; 

And of llie other metal in the pot 

He made for him a huming crown of gold, 

And crashed it on his serpent-hair, so that 

Even to the bone and brain the circlet scorched U 

And round the neck he twisted golden chains, 

Which strangled him and pressed hi? breath togelhat 

What in the pot remained he poured upon the ground, 

Athwart, along, and there it formed a cross ; 

Hie which he lilted and laid upon his neck, 

And bent hltn that he could not raise his head. 

Two Deaths moreover he appointed warders 

To guard him : Death of Life, and Death of Hope. 

The Sword of the first he sees not, hut it smites him. 

The other's Palm he sees, but it escapes him. 

So languishes the outcast Baflbmetus 

J' our thousand years and fout-and-foriy moon^ 
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ce a Sivioiir rise Irom his own seed, 

Ti his trespass and deliver him. ' [ Tb Adalbert. | 

is is Che Storr of the Fallen Master. I 

^ IViik Ais Sword &e touches the Curtain, infach fifrw as btf&rt I 
rolls up ever the Boot; m thai the Head under it agaim J 
iaenia vidbli, in its former shape. 
AdalbekT [loaiiMg at the Biad\. 
!ab, what a hideous shape ! 
Head [nairt a kelhrai vixci\. Deliver me ! — 
AbmeD Man. Dreaded! shall the work begin? 

' Concealed Voices. Yeal 

Arued Man [/o Adatderf]. Take the necktiaud ' 

■nrayl [PiHMi,-s '•> "^ H'l^ 

Adai.bekt. I dare not! 

Head [with a still }Bare pi/ams ti>He\ O, deliver mel 
Adalbekt [laiing eff t!ie chains\. Poor fallim one! 
Akmbd Man. Now lift the crown from '9 h 

AdalBkkt. It seenia so heavy! 

»Akhed Man. Touch it, it grows light. 

lAdaibert toMxg off the Crown, and easHng it, as he did the j 
chains, o« /At ground. 
AltUBD Man. Now t^e the golden heart from off his brou 
AdAlAeKT. It seems to bam I 

Ajimed Man. Thou errest : ice is warmei 

Adalbert [taking the Heart from the Bravi\ 
Hab ! shivering frost I 

Armed Man. Talee from his back the Cross, 
And throw it from theel — 

AdjO-BERT. How I The Saviour's token? 

Head. Deliver, O, deliver me! 
Aehed Man. This Cross 

1b not thy Master's, not that bloody one : 
Its counteEfeit is this: throw 't from thee! 

Adalbert [faking it/ram the Bust, and laying it softly c 
ground]. 
The Cross of the Good Lord that died for me? 

Armed Man. Thou shall no more believe in one that died; 
77uni shall henceforth believe in one thai livelh 
And never diesi — Obey, and question not, — 
Slqj over it ! 

Adalbert. Take pity on me! 
, ASMED Man [threatening kimimlk his Siuord]. Slep! 
Adalbert. I do 't with shuddering — 

\Sleps mier, and then loots up to tlie Head, which raises 
as freed from a load. 

How lie iigiire rises 
d looks in gladness I 



1 
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ArMEP Man. Him whom thou ha: 

Till DQW, deny ! 

Adalbert [Aemrslntet], Deny Ihe Lord my GikI? 

Armed Man, Thy God 'tis noi : the Idol of this World ! 
Deny him, or — 

[Pressing on Mm wilh the Sword in a thnatming p otbm. ^ 
— thou diest 1 ^^^1 

Adalbert. I deny! ^^^H 

Armed Man \jiBialiag to the Head with las Sword\. ^^^H 
Go to the Fallen 1 — Kiss his lips I — ^^^| 

— And so on through many other sulphurous pages I Ho^l 
much of this mummery is copied from the actual practice C 
the Templars we know not with certainty ; nor what precisel 
either they or Werner intended, by this marvellous ' Story ■ 
the Fallen Master,' to shadow forth. At first view, one migB 
take it for an allegory, couched in Masonic language,- — aia 
truly no flattering allegory, — of the Catholic Church; and Ih- 
trampling on the Cross, which is said to have been actual' 
enjoined on every Templar at his initiation, to be a type of ha 
secret behest to undermine Chat Institution, and redeem tK 
spirit of Religion from Che state of thraldom and distortic 
under which it was there held. It is known at least, and w.a 
well known to Werner, that the heads of the Templars ente 
tained views, both on religion and polities, which they did na 
thitik meet for communicating to their age, and only impart* 
by degrees, and under mysterious adumbrations, to the wia 
of their own Order. They had even publicly resisted, aa 
succeeded in thwarting, some iniquitous measures of Philip-* 
Auguste, the French King, in regard to his coinage; and tlu 
while it secured them the love of the people, was one grs 
cause, perhaps second only Co their wealth, of the hatred whi-j 
that sovereign bore them, and of the savage doom which he 
last executed on the whole body. 

Buc on these secreC principles of theirs, as on WerneS 
manner of conceiving them, we are only enabled to guess; =i 
Werner, Coo, has an esoteric doctrine, which he does not p ' 
muIgaCe, except in dark Sibylline enigmas, to the uninitiatd 
As we are here seeking chiefly for his religious creed, whS 
forms, in truth, with its changes, the main thread whereby '% 
wayward, desultory existence attains any unity or even ^ 
herence in our thoughts, we may quote another passage irC 
the Aime First Fart of this rhapsodv, wtuch, at the same tii* 
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will afford us a glimpse of his favourite hero, Robert d'Heredon, 
lately the darling of the Templars, but now, for some moment- 
ary infraction of their rules, cast into prison, and expecting 
death, or, at best, exclusion from the Order. Gottfried is an- 
other Templar, in all points the reverse of Robert. 



Act IV. ScEN'E I. 

^Vison; at the wall a Table, Robert, without sword, cap, or mantle, sits 
doivncast on one side of it: Gottfried, who keeps watch by him, sitting 
at the other. 

Gottfried. But how couldst thou so fkr forget thyself? 
Thou wert our pride, the Master's friend and favourite ! 
Robert. I did it, thou perceiv'st I 
Gottfried. How could a word 

Of the old surly Hugo so provoke thee? 

Robert. Ask not — Man's being is a spider-web : 
The passionate flash o* th* soul — comes not of him ; 
It is the breath of that dark Genius, 
Which whirls invisible along the threads : 
A servant of eternal Destiny, 
It purifies them from the vulgar dust, 
Which earthward strives to press the net : 
^Ut Fate gives sign ; the breath becomes a whiriwind, 
And in a moment rends to shreds the thing 
We thought was woven for Eternity. 

Gottfried. Yet each man shapes his Destiny himself. 
Robert. Small soul! dost thou too know it? Has the stoiy 
Of Force and free Volition, that, defying 
The corporal Atoms and Annihilation, 
Methodic guides the car of Destiny, 
Come down to theel Dream'st thou, poor Nothingness, 
That thou, and like of thee, and ten times better 
Than thou or I, can lead the wheel of Fate 
One hair's-breadth from its everlasting track? 
I too have had such dreams : but fearfully 
Xiave I been shook from sleep ; and they are fled !-« 
Xx)ok at our Order : has it spared its thousands 
Of noblest lives, the victims of its Purpose ; 
And has it gained this Purpose ; can it gain it? 
I^ook at our noble Molay's silvered hair : 
The fruit of watchful nights and stormful days, 
And of the broken yet still burning heart ! 
That mighty heart ! — ^Through sixty battling yean, 
*T has heat in pain for nothing : his creation 
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Remains the vision of his own great soul ; 

It dies with him ; and one day shall the pilgrim 

Ask where his dust is lying, and not learn I 

Gottfried [yawning\. 
But then the Christian has the joy of Heaven 
For recompense : in his flesh he shall see God. 

Robert. In his flesh? — Now fair befall the journey! 
Wilt stow it in behind, by way of luggage, 
When the Angel comes to coach thee into Glory ^ 
Mind also that the memory of those fair hours 
When dinner smoked before thee, or thou usedst 
To dress thy nag, or scour thy rusty harness. 
And suchlike noble business be not left behind I— 
Ha ! self-deceiving bipeds, is it not enough 
The carcass should at every step oppress, 
Imprison you ; that toothache, headache. 
Gout, — who knows what all, — ^at every moment, 
Degrades the god of Earth into a beast ; 
But you would take this villanous mingl^ 
The coarser dross of all the elements. 
Which, by the Light-beam from on high that visits 
And dwells in it, but baser shows its baseness, — 
Take this, and all the freaks which, bubble-like, 
Spring forth o' th* blood, and which by such fair names 
You call, — along with you into your Heaven? — 
Well, be it so ! much good* may 't — 

\As his eye, by chance, lights on Gottfried, who meanwhUe hoi 
fallen asleep, 

—Sound already? 
There b a race for whom all serves as — ^pillow, 
Even rattling chains are but a lullaby. 

This Robert d lleredon, whose preaching has here such a 
narcotic virtue, is destined ultimately for a higher office than 
to rattle his chains by way of lullaby. He is ejected from the 
Order ; not, however, with disgrace and in anger, but in sad 
feeling of necessity, and with tears and blessings from his 
brethren ; and the messenger of the Valley, a strange, ambigu- 
ous, little, sylph-like maiden, gives him obscure encouragement, 
before his departure, to possess his soul in patience; seeing, if 
he can learn the grand secret of Renunciation, his course is not 
ended, but only opening on a fairer scene. Robert knows not 
well what to make of this ; but sails for his native Hebrides, 
in darkness and contrition, as one who can do no other. 

In the end of the Second Part, which is represented as 
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divided from the First by an imerval of seven years, Robert is 
again summoned forth ; and the whole surprising secret of his 
mission, and of the Valley which appoints it for him, is dis- 
closed. This Friedcnthal (Valley of Peace), it now appears, is 
an immense secret association, which has its chief seat some- 
where about the roots of Mount Carmel, if we mistake not ; 
but, comprehending in its ramifications the best heads and 
hearts of every country, extends over the whole civilised world ; 
and has, in particular, a strong body of adherents in Paris, and 
indeed a subterraneous but seemingly very commodious suite 
of rooms under the Carmelite Monastery of that city. Here 
sic in solemn conclave the heads of the Establishment; direct- 
ing from their lodge, in deepest concealment, the principal 
movements of the kingdom ; for William of Paris, archbishon 
of Sens, being of their number, the king and his other ministers, 
fancying within themselves the utmost freedom of action, are 
nothing more than puppets in Che hands of this all-powerful 
Brotherhood, which watches, like a sort of Fale, over che in- 
leresCs of mankind, and, by mysterious agencies, fonvards, we 
suppose, 'the cause of civil and religious liberty all over Che 
world,' It is they that have doomed the Templars; and, with- 
out malice or pity, are sending their leaders to the dungeon 
and Che stake. That knightly Order, once a favourite minisCer 
of good, has now degenerated from its purity, and come to 
mistake its purpose, having taken up politics and a sort of 
radical reform ; and so must now be broken and reshaped, 
like a worn implement, which can no longer do its appointed 
work. 

Such a. magnificent 'Society for the Suppression of Vice' 
foay well be supposed to walk by the most philosophical prin- 
cifdes. These FriedentkaUrs, in fact, piofess to be a sort of 
Invisible Church ; pieserving in vestal purity the sacred fire 
of religion, which burns with more or less fuliginous admixture 
in the worship of every people, but only with its clear sidereal 
lustre in the recesses of the Valley. They are Bramins on the 
Ganges, Bonzes on the Hoangho, Monks on the Seine. They 
addict themselves to contemplation and the subtlest study ; 
have penetrated far into the mysteries of spiritual and physical 
nature ; they command the deep-hidden virtues of plant and 
mineral; and Cheir sages can discriminate the eye of the mind 
trom its sensual instruments, and behold, without Cype or ma- 
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terial embodiment, the essence of Being. Their activity is all- 
comprehending and unerringly calculated : they rule over the 
world by the authority of wisdom over ignorance. 

In the Fifth Act of the Second Part, we are at length, after 
many a hint and significant note of preparation, introduced to 
the privacies of this philosophical Santa Hermandad, A strange 
Delphic cave this of theirs, under the very pavements of Paris I 
There are brazen folding-doors, and concealed voices, and 
sphinxes, and naphtha-lamps, and all manner of wondrous fur- 
niture. It seems, moreover, to be a sort of gala evening with 
them ; for the * Old Man of Carmel, in eremite garb, with a 

* long beard reaching to his girdle,' is for a moment discovered 

* reading in a deep monotonous voice.' The * Strong Ones,* 
meanwhile, are out in quest of Robert d'Heredon ; who, by 
cunning practices, has been enticed from his Hebridean soli- 
tude, in the hope of saving Molay, and is even now to be initi- 
ated, and equipped for his task. After a due allowance of 
pompous ceremonial, Robert is at last ushered in, or rather 
dragged in ; for it appears that he has made a stout debate, 
not submitting to the customary form of being ducked^ — an 
essential preliminary, it would seem, — till compelled by the 
direst necessity. He is in a truly Highland anger, as is natural : 
but by various manipulations and solacements, he is reduced 
to reason again ; finding, indeed, the fruitlessness of anything 
else ; for when lance and sword and free space are given him, 
and he makes a thrust at Adam of Valincourt, the master of 
the ceremonies, it is to no purpose : the old man has a torpedo 
quality in him, which benumbs the stoutest arm ; and no death 
issues from the baffled sword-point, but only a small spark of 
electric fire. With his Scottish prudence, Robert, under these 
circumstances, cannot but perceive that quietness is best. The 
people hand him, in succession, the * Cup of Strength,' the 

* Cup of Beauty,' and the * Cup of Wisdom ;' liquors brewed, 
if we may judge from their effects, with the highest stretch of 
Rosicrucian art ; and which must have gone far to disgust 
Robert d'Heredon with his natural usquebaugh, however ex- 
cellent, had that fierce drink been in use then. He rages in a 
fine frenzy ; dies away in raptures ; and then, at last, * con- 
siders what he wanted and what he wants.' Now is the time 
for Adam of Valincourt to strike-in with an interminable ex- 
position of the • objects of the society.' To not unwilling but 
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till cautious ears he unbosoms himself, in mystic wise, with 
^treme copiousness ; turning aside objections like a veteran 
iisputant, and leading his apt and courageous pupil, by signs 
and wonders, as well as by logic, deeper and deeper into the 
secrets of theosophic and thaumaturgic science. A little glimpse 
of this our readers may share with us ; though we fear the al- 
legory will seem to most of them but a hollow nut. Neverthe- 
less, it is an allegory — of its sort ; and we can profess to have 
translated with entire fidelity : 

• • • • • 

Adam. Thy riddle by a second will be solved. 

[He lecuis him to the Sphinx^ 
Behold this Sphinx ! Half-beast, half-angel, both 
Combined in one, it is an emblem to thee 
Of th* ancient Mother, Nature, herself a riddle, 
And only by a deeper to be mastered. 
Eternal Clearness in th* eternal Ferment ! 
This is the riddle of Existence : — ^read it, — 
Propose that other to her, and she serves thee ! 

[The door on the right hand opens ^ and^ in the space behind 
it, appears, as bejore, the Old Man of Cartnel, sitting at 
a Table, and reading in a large Volume, Three deep 
strokes of a Bell are heard. 

Old Man of Carmel [reading with a lotid but still monotonous 
voice], * And when the Lord saw Phosphoros* — 

Robert [interrupting him]. Ha I Again 

A story as of Bafibmetus ? 

Adam. Not so. 

That tale of theirs was but some poor distortion 
Of th* outmost image of our Sanctuary. — 
Keep silence here ; and see thou interrupt not, 
By too bold cavilling, this mystery. 

Old Man [reading]. 
' And when the Lord saw Phosphoros his pride, 
Being wroth thereat, he cast him forth, 
And shut him in a prison called Life ; 
And gave him for a Garment earth and water, 
And bound him straitly in four Azure Chains, 
And pour'd for him the bitter Cup of Fire. 
The Lord moreover spake : Because thou hast forgotten 
My will, 1 3deld thee to the Element, 
And thou shalt be his slave, and have no longer 
Remembrance of thy Birthplace or my Name. 
And sithence thou hast sinn'd against me by 
Thy pridelul Thought of being One and SomeyAvaX^ 
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I leave wiili tlice llial Thought to be thy whip, 
And lliis thy weakness for a Bit and Btidle; 
Till once a Saviour from the Waters rise. 
Who shall again baptise thee in my bosom, 
TliBt so thou majst be Nought and All. 

' And when Ihe I.ord had spoken, he drew bai4 
Aj in a mighly ruahing; and the Element 
Rose up round Phosphoros, and towet'd itself 
Aloft lo Heav'n ; and he lay stuou'd beneath it, 

' But when his first-born Sister saw his pain, 
Her heart was full of sorrow, and she tum'd her 
To the Lord; and with veil'd face, thus spake Mylillft^^ 
Pity my Brother, and let me console him 1 

' Then did tie Lord in pity rend asunder 
A little chink in Fhosphorns his dungeon. 
That fo he might behold his Sister's face; 
And when she silent peep'd into his Prison, 
She left with htm a Mirror for his solace; 
And when he look'd therein, his earthly Garment 
Pressed bim less; and, lilce the gleam of morningi 
Some faint remembrance of his Birthplace dawn'd. 

' But yet the Azure Chains she could not break, 
The bitter Cup of Fire not take from him. 
Therefore she pray'd to Mythms, to her Father, 
To save his youngest-bora ; and Mythras went 
Up to the footstool of the Lord, and said; 
Take pity on my Son !— Then said the Lord : 
Have I not sent Mylitta that he may 
BehoM his Birthplace? — Wherefore Mythras answer'dj 
What profits it? The Chams she cannot break. 
The bitter Cup of Fire not take from him. 
So will I, said the Lord, the Salt be given him. 
Thai 30 the bitter Cup of Fire be soflened ; 
But yet the Azure Chains must lie on him 
Till once a Saviour rise from out the Waters. — 
And when the Salt was laid on Phosphor's tongtie. 
The Fire's piercing ceased ; but !h' Element 
Congeal'd the Salt to Ice, and Phosphoros 
Lay there benumb'd, and had not power to moi 
But Isis saw him, and thus spake the Mother : 

' Thou who art Father, Strength and Word and I 
Shall he my last -bora grandchild lie forever 
In pain, the down -pressed thrall of his rude Brother? 
Then had the Lord compassion, and he sent him 
The Herald of the Saviour from the Waters ; 

Id Persian mysteries was the name of Ihe Mow 
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The Cup of Fluidness, and in the cup 
The drops of Sadness and the drops of Longings 
And then the Ice was thawed, the Fire grew cool, 
And Phosphoros again had room to breathe. 
But yet the earthy Garment cumbered him, 
The Azure Chains still galPd, and the Remembrnnre 
Of the Name, the Lord's, which he had lost, was waniing. 
* Then the Mother's heart was mov'd with pity, 

She beckoned the Son to her, and said : 

Thou who art more than I, and yet my nursling, 

Put on this Robe of Earth, and show thyself 

To fallen Phosphoros bound in the dungeon, 

And open him that dungeon's narrow cover. 

Then said the Word : It shall be so ! and sent 

His messenger Disease ; she broke the roof 

Of Phosphor's Prison, so that once again 

The Fount of Light he saw : the Element 

Was dazzled blind ; but Phosphor knew his Father. 

And when the Word, in Earth, came to the Prison, 

The Element address'd him as his like ; 

But Phosphoros look'd up to him, and said ! 

Thou art sent hither to redeem from Sin, 

Yet thou art not the Saviour from the Waters. — 

Then spake the Word : The Saviour from the Waters 

I surely am not ; yet when thou hast drunk 

The Cup of Fluidness, I will redeem thee. 

Then Phosphor drank the Cup of Fluidness, 

Of Longing, and of Sadness ; and his Garment 

Did drop sweet drops ; wherewith the Messenger 

Of the Word wash'd all his Garment, till its folds 

And stiffness vanish'd, and it 'gan grow light. 

And when the Prison Life she touch'd, straightway 

It waxed thin and lucid like to crystal. 

But yet the Azure Chains she could not break. — 

Then did the Word vouchsafe him the Cup of Faith ; 

And having drunk it, Phosphoros look'd up, 

And saw the Saviour standing in the Waters. 

Both hands the Captive stretch'd to grasp that Saviout 

But he fled. 

* So Phosphoros was griev'd in heart : 

But yet the Word spake comfort, giving him 

The Pillow Patience^ there to lay his head. 

And having rested, he rais'd his head, and said : 

Wilt thou redeem me from the Prison too ? 

Then said the Word : Wait yet in peace seven mooii% 

It may be nine, until thy hour shall come. 

And Phosphor answer'd : Lord, thy will be done \ 
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'Which when the mother Isis saw, it griev'd bdj 
She called the Ruicbow up, and said to him : 
Go thou and tcil the Word that he forgive 
The Captive these seven moons 1 And Rainbow Hew 
Where he was senl ; and as he shook his wings 
There dropt from them the CUt of Purity: 
And this the Word did gather in a Cup, 
And cleons'd with it the Sinner's bead and bosom. 
Then passing forth ioto his Father's Garden, 
lie breath'd upon the ground, and there arose 
A flow'iet out of it, like milk and rose-bloom ; 
Which having wetted with the dew of Rapture, 
He crown'd therewith the Captive's brow ; then grasped bin 
With his right hand, the Rainbow with the left; 
Mj'litta likewise with her Minor came, 
And Fhosphoros looked into it, and saw 
Writ on the Azure of Infinity 
The long-forgotten Name, and the Remembranck 
Of HIS Birthplace, gleaming as in hght of gold. 

' Then fell there as if scales from Phosphor's eyes j 
He left the Thought of being One and Somewhat, 
His nature melted in the mighty All ; 
Like sighings from above came balmy healing, 

So that his heart for very bliss was bursting. 
For Chains and Garment cumber'd him no more ; 
The Garment he bad changed to royal purple, 
And of his Ch^s were fashion'd glancing jewels. 

' True, still the Saviour from the Waters tarried ; 
Vet came the Spirit over him ; the Lonl 
Tum'd towards him a gracious countenance. 
And Isis held him in her mother-arms. 

' This is the last of the Evangds.' 

f T/it door closa, and again conctab the Old Mok e} 
Carmd. 

The purport of this enigma Robert confesses that he does 
not ' wholly undeistatid ;' an admission in which, we suspect, 
most of our readers, and the Old Manof Carmcl himself, v 
he candid, might be inclined to agree with hi;ii. Sometimes 
tbe deeper consideration which translators are bound to bestow 
on such extravagances, we have fancied we could discern i 
this apologue some glimmerings of meaning, scattered here and 
there like weak lamps in the darkness ; not enough to interpret 
the riddle, but to show that by possibility it might have an 
terprelation, — was a typical vision, with a certain degree of sig- 
niiic.iiice in the wild mind of tbe poet, not an inane feven- 
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dream. Might not Phosphoros, for example, indicate generally 
the spiritual essence of man, and this story be an emblem of 
his history ? He longs to be ' One and Somewhat ;* that is, 
he labours under the very common complaint of egoism; can- 
not, in the grandeur of Beauty and Virtue, forget his 0¥m so 
beautiful and virtuous Self; but, amid the glories of the ma- 
jestic All, is still haunted and blinded by some shadow of his 
ow little Me, For this reason he is punished ; imprisoned in 
the ' Element* (of a material body;, and has the ' four Azure 
Chams' (the four principles of matter) bound round him ; so 
that he can neither think nor act, except in a foreign medium, 
and under conditions that encumber and confuse him. The 
* Cup of Fire' is given him ; perhaps, the rude, barbarous pas- 
sion and cruelty natural to all uncultivated tribes ? But, at 
length, he beholds the * Moon ;* begins to have some sight and 
love of material Nature; and, looking into her ' Mirror,* forms 
to himself, under gross emblems, a theogony and sort of my- 
thologic poetry ; in which, if he still cannot behold the 'Name,* 
and has forgotten his own 'Birthplace,' both of which are blotted 
out and hidden by the * Element,' he finds some spiritual solace, 
and breathes more freely. Still, however, the ' Cup of Fire* 
tortures him ; till the * Salt' (intellectual culture ?) is vouch- 
safed ; which, indeed, calms the raging of that furious blood- 
thirstiness and warlike strife, but leaves him, as mere culture 
of the understanding may be supposed to do, frozen into irre- 
hgion and moral inactivity, and farther from the * Name' and 
his ' Own Original' than ever. Then, is the * Cup of Fluidness* 
a more merciful disposition ? and intended, with * the Drops of 
Sadness and the Drops of Longing,' to shadow forth that woe- 
struck, desolate, yet softer and devouter state in which mankind 
displayed itself at the coming of the 'Word,' at the first pro- 
mulgation of the Christian religion ? Is the * Rainbow' the mo- 
dem poetry of Europe, the Chivalry, the new form of Stoicism, 
the whole romantic feeling of these later days ? But who or 
what the ' Heiland aus den Wassem (Saviour from the Waters)* 
may be, we need not hide our entire ignorance ; this being ap- 
parently a secret of the Valley ^ which Robert d'Heredon, and 
Werner, and men of like gifts, are in due time to show the 
world, but unhappily have not yet succeeded in bringing to 
light. Perhaps, indeed, our whole interpretation may be thought 
little better than lost labour; a reading of what vras oiA^^cx^?«\fi^ 
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and fleurished, not written ; a shaping of gay castles and me- 
tallic palaces from the sunset clouds, which, though mountain- 
like, and purple and golden of hue, and towered together as d 
by Cyclopean arms, are but dyed vapour. 

Adam of Valincourt continues his exposition in the mosl 
liberal way ; but, through many pages of metrical lecturing, U 
does little to satisfy us. What was more to his purpose, id 
partly succeeds in satisfying Rooert d'Heredon ; who, afterdw 
preparation, — Molay being burnt like a martyr, under the mort 
promising omens, and the Pope and the King of France straei 
dead, or nearly so, — sets out to found the order of St, Andrew 
in his own country, that of Calatrava in Spain, and othef 
knightly missions of the Heiland aus den Wassem elsewhere; 
and thus, to the great satisfaction of all parties, the Sont 0} ' 
CS/Zy terminates, 'positively for the last time.' 

Our reader may have already convinced himself that ii 
strange phantasmagoria there are not wanting iodications of 
very higli poetic talent. We see a mind of great depth, if it* 
of sufficient strength ; struggling with objects which, though % 
cannot masterthem, are essentially of richest significance. HaJ 
the writer Only kept his piece till the ninth year ; Hieditatingi 
with true diligence and unwearied will ! But the weak WwMJj 
was not a man for such things : he must reap the harvetit 0I|| 
the morrow after seed-day, and so stands before us at lasttd! 
a man capable of much, only not of bringing aught to pertew 

Of his natural dramatic genius, this work, ill-concocted a 
it is, affords no unfavourable specimen ; and may, indeed, haW 
justified expectations which were never realised. It is tru^ m, 
cannot yet give form and animation to a character, in the ga 
nine poetic sense ; we do not lee any of his dramatis ptrsBim 
but only hear of them : yet, in some cases, his endeavool 
though imperfect, is by no means abortive ; and here, for !■ 
stance, Jacques Molay, Philip Adalbert, Hugo, and the '^A 
though not living men, have still as much life as many a bill 
and-scarlet Sebastian or Barbarossa, whom we find swaggerind 
for years, with acceptance, on the boards. Of his spiritJ 
beings, whom in most <A his Plays he introduces too profusen 
we cannot speak in commendation : they are of a mongrel id 
ture, neither rightly dead nor alive ; in fact, they somedmj 
glide about like real though nathei sin^lar moitals, thrcMd 
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inrhole piece ; and only vanish as ghosts in the fifth act. 
t, on the other hand, in contriving theatrical incidents and 
itiments ; in scenic shows, and all manner of gorgeous, fright- 

or astonishing machinery, Werner exhibits a copious inven- 
a, and strong though untutored feeling. Doubtless, it is all 
ide enough ; all illuminated by an impure, barbaric splen- 
or ; not the soft, peaceful brightness of sunlight, but the red, 
(incus glare of playhouse torches. Werner, however, was still 
ung ; and had he been of a right spirit, all that was impure 
d crude might in time have become ripe and clear ; and a 
et of no ordinary excellence would have been moulded out of 
n. 

But, as matters stood, this was by no means the thing Wer- 
r had most at heart. It is not the degree of poetic talent 
anifested in the Sons of the Valley that he prizes, but the re- 
;ious truth shadowed forth in it. To judge from the parables 

Baffometus and Phosphoros, our readers may be disposed to 
►Id his revelations on this subject rather cheap. Neverthe- 
58, taking up the character of Votes in its widest sense, Wer- 
T earnestly desires not only to be a poet, but a prophet ; and, 
deed, looks upon his merits in the former province as alto- 
ther subservient to his higher purposes in the latter. We have 
series of the most confused and longwinded letters to Hitzig, 
10 had now removed to Berlin ; setting forth, with a singular 
nplicity, the mighty projects Werner was cherishing on this 
:ai He thinks that there ought to be a new Creed pr omul- 
ted, a new Body of Religionists established ; and that, for 
is purpose, not writing, but actual preaching, can avail. He 
tests common Protestantism, under which he seems to mean 
sort of Socinianism, or diluted French Infidelity : he talks of 
<3c>b Bohme and Luther and Schleiermacher, and a new Trinity 

'Art, Religion and Love.* All this should be sounded in 
e ears of men, and in a loud voice, that so their torpid slum- 
r, the harbinger of spiritual death, may be driven away. With 
t utmost gravity, he commissions his correspondent to wait 
on Schlegel, Tieck and others of a like spirit, and see whe- 
er they will not join him. For his own share in the matter, 

is totally indifferent ; will serve in the meanest capacity, and 
oice with his whole heart, if, in zeal and ability as poets and 
sschers, not some only, but every one should infinitely out- 
^ him. We suppose he had dropped the thought oC b^\Tv%, 
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' One and Soinewhat ;' and now wished, rapt away by this dt 
vine purpose, to be ' Nought and All.' 

On the Heilandaus den Wassem this correspondence throwa 
no farther light ; what the new Creed specially vras which Wer- 
ner felt so eager to plant and propagate, we nowhere learn with 
any distinctness. Probably he might himself have been rather 
at a loss to explain it in brief compass. His theogony, we 
pect, was still very much in posse; and perhaps only the n 
part of this system could stand before him with some degree of 
clearness. On this latter point, indeed, he is determined enough; 
well assured of his dogmas, and apparently waiting but for some 
proper vehicle in which to convey them to the minds of men. 
His lundamental principle of morals we have seen in part al- 
ready : it does not exclusively or primarily "belong to himself; 
being little more than that high tenet of entire Self-forgetftl- 
ness, that ' merging of the Me in the Idea;' a principle whicii 
reigns both in Stoical and Christian ethics, and is at this day 
common, in theory, among all German philosophers, especially 
of the Transcendental class. Werner has adopted this prin- 
ciple with his whole heart and his whole sou), as the indispen- 
sable condition of al! Virtue. He believes it, we should say, 
intensely, and without compromise, exaggerating rather than 
softening or concealing its peculiarities. He will not have Hap- 
piness, under any form, to be the real or chief end of man: this 
is but love of enjoyment, disguise it as we like ; a more com- 
plex and sometimes more respectable species of hunger, he 
would say ; to be admitted as an indestructible element ii 
man nature, but nowise to be recognised as the highest ; on the 
contrary, to be resisted and incessantly warred with, till it 
come obedient to love of God, which is only, in the truest se 
love of Goodness, and the germ of which lies deep in the in- 
most nature of man ; of authority superior to all sensitivi 
pulses ; forming, in fact, the grand law of his being, as sub- 
jection to it forms the first and last condition of spiritual healtb- 
He thinks that to propose a reward for virtue is to render vir- 
tue impossible. He warmly seconds Schleiermacher in declar- 
ing that even the hope of Immortality is a consideration unfit 
to be introduced into religion, and tending only to pervert- iti 
and impair its sacredness. Strange as this may seem, Wcmef 
is firmly convinced of its importance ; and has even enforced 
it apecilically in a passage of his Sohne dts Thais, which be 1* 



LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WERNER loi 

ftt the pains to dte and expound in his correspondence with 
Hitzig. Here is another fraction of that wondrous dialogue be- 
tween Robert d'Heredon and Adam of Valincourt, in the cavern 
of the ValUy: 

• • • • 4 

Robert. And Death, — so dawns it on me, — Death perhaps, 
The doom that leaves nought of this Me remaning) 
May be perhaps the Symbol of that Self-denial, — 
Perhaps still more, — perhaps, — I have it, friend I— 
That cripplish Immortality, — think'st not? — 
Which but spins forth our paltry Me^ so thin 
And pitiful, into Infinitude, 
TTuU too must ^ T — ^This shallow Self of ours, 
We are not nail'd to it eternally ? 
We can, we must be free of it, and then 
Uncumbered wanton in the Force of All I 

Adam [calling joyfully into the interior of the Caverti^ 
Brethren, he has renounced ! Himself has found it I 
0, praised be Light ! He sees ! The North is sav*d I 
Concealed Voices of the Old Men of the Valley, 
Hail and joy to thee, thou Strong One : 
Force to thee from above, and Light I 
Complete, — complete the work I 
Adam [embracing Roberfl, 

Come to my heart ! — &c. &c. 

Such was the spirit of that new Faith, which, symbolised 
under mythuses of Baffometus and Phosphoros, and ' Saviours 
from the Waters,' and * Trinities of Art, Religion and Love,* 
and to be preached abroad by the aid of Schleiermacher, and 
what was then called the New Poetical School, Werner seriously 
purposed, like another Luther, to cast forth, as good seed, 
among the ruins of decayed and down-trodden Protestantism ! 
Whether Hitzig was still young enough to attempt executing his 
commission, and applying to Schlegel and Tieck for help ; and 
if so, in what gestures of speechless astonishment, or what peals 
of inextinguishable laughter they answered him, we are not in- 
formed. One thing, however, is clear : that a man with so 
unbridled an imagination, joined to so weak an understanding 
and so broken a volition ; who had plunged so deep in Theo- 
sophy, and still hovered so near the surface in all practical 
knowledge of men and their affairs ; who, shattered and de- 
graded in his own private character, could meditate such apos- 
tolic enterprises, — was a man likely, if Vie \Vvt^ \otv^A^ ^^J^a:* 
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fantastic tricks in abundance ; and, at least in his religious his- 
tory, to set the world a-wondering. Conversion, not to Popery, 
but, if it so chanced, to Braminism, was a thing nowise to be 
thought impossible. 

Nevertheless, let his missionary zeal have justice from us. 
It does seem to have been grounded on no wicked or evert il- 
laudable motive : to all appearance, he not only believed 
what he professed, but thought it of the highest moment that 
others should believe it. And if the proselytising spirit, which 
dwells in all men, be allowed exercise even when it only assaults 
what it reckons Errors, still more should this be so when it pro- 
claims what it reckons Truth, and fancies itself not taking from ' 
us what in our eyes may be good, but adding thereto what is 
better. 

Meanwhile, Werner was not so absorbed in spiritual schemes, 
that he altogether overlooked his own merely temporal comfort. 
In contempt of former failures, he was now courting for him- 
self a third wife, * a young Poless of the highest personal attrac- 
tions ;' and this under difficulties which would have appalled 
an ordinary wooer : for the two had no language in common ; 
he not understanding three words of Polish, she not one of Ger- 
man. Nevertheless, nothing daunted by this circumstance, nay 
perhaps discerning in it an assurance against many a sorrowful 
curtain-lecture, he prosecuted his suit, we suppose by signs and 
dumb-show, with such ardour, that he quite gained the fair 
mute ; wedded her in 1 80 1 ; and soon after, in her company, 
quitted Warsaw for Konigsberg, where the helpless state of his 
mother required immediate attention. It is from Konigsberg 
that most of his missionary epistles to Hitzig are written ; the 
lattexr, as we have hinted before, being now stationed, by his 
official appointment, in Berlin. The sad duty of watching over 
his crazed, forsaken and dying mother, Werner appears to have 
discharged with true filial assiduity : for three years she lin- 
gered in the most painful state, under his nursing ; and her 
death, in 1 804, seems notwithstanding to have filled him with 
the deepest sorrow. This is an extract of his letter to Hitzig 
on that mournful occasion : 

* I know not whether thou hast heard that on the 24th of February 
(the same day when our excellent Mnioch died in Warsaw), my mother 
departed here, in my arms. My Friend 1 God knocks with an iron ha&i- 
mer at our hearts; and we are duller than stone, if we do not feel it; 
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lod madder than mad, if we think it shame to cast ourselves into the 
dost betwe the All-powerfal, and let our whole so highly miserable Self 
be annihilated in the sentiment of His infini:e greamess and long-suffer- 
u^ I wish I had words to paint how inexpressiblv pitiful my S^'.im 
da ThUs appealed to me in that hour, when, after eighteen years of 
ac^^ect, I again went to partake in the Communion ! This death of my 
ii aiother, — the pure royal poet-and-manyr spirit, who for eight years hail 
2^1 km cootimially on a sickbed, and suffered unspeakable things, — aiTccied 
wl flM (mnch as, for her sake and my o\i-n, I could not but >vish it) with 
altogether agonising feelings. Ah. Frien .1. bow heaw do my youthful 
finlts Kc on me ! How much would I give to have my mother — (though 
both I and my wife have of late times lived wholly for her, and had much 
to oidare on her account) — ^how much would I give to have her Ixick to 
mt bat for one week, that I might disburden my hea\-y -laden heart with 
teais of repentance ! My beloved Friend, give thou no grief to thy par- 
ents : ah, no earthly voice can awaken the dead I God and Parents, that 
is the first concern; a/I else is secondary. ' 

This affection for his mother forms, as it were, a little island 
of light and verdure in Werner's histor\', where, amid so much 
that is dark and desolate, one feels it pleasant to linger. Here 
was at least one duty, perhaps indeed the only one, which, in 
a wayward wasted life, he discharged with fidelity : from his 
conduct towards this one hapless being, we may perhaps still 
learn that his heart, however perverted by circumstances, was 
not incapable of true, disinterested love. A rich heart by Na- 
ture ; but unwisely squandering its riches, and attaining to a 
pure union only with this one heart ; for it seems doubtful whe- 
ther he ever loved another ! His poor mother, while alive, was 
the haven of all his earthly voyagings ; and, in after years, from 
amid far scenes and crushing perplexities, he often looks back 
to her grave with a feeling to which all bosoms must respond.* 
The date of her decease became a memorable era in his mind; 
as may appear from the title which he gave long afterwards to 
one of his most popular and tragical productions, Die Vier-und- 
zwanzigste Februar (The Twenty-fourth of February). 

* See, for example, the Preface to his Mutter der Afakkabdcr, written at 
^^enna, in 1819. The tone of still but deep and heartfelt sadness which 
runs through the whole of this piece cannot be communicated in extracts. 
We quote only a half stanza, which, except in prose, we shall not venture to 
^"'^slate : . Ich, dem der Liebe Kosen 

Und alle Freudenrosen 

Beym ersten Schaufeltosen 

Am Muttergrab' entflohn.' 
' I, for whom the caresses of love and all roses of joy Mdthered away as the 
' first shovel with its mould sounded on the coffin of my mother.' 
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After this event, which left him in possession of a small but 
com pettnt fortune, Werner relumed with his wife to his postal 
Warsaw. By this time, Hitiig too had been sent back, and to 
a higher post : he was now married likewise, and the two wives, 
he says, soon became as intimate as their husbands. In a little 
while Hoffmann joined them; a colleague in Hi trig's office, and 
by him ere long introduced to Werner, and the other circle of 
Prussian men of law ; who, in this foreign capital, formed each 
other's chief society ; and, of course, dave to one another more 
closely than they might have done elsewhere, Hoffmann does 
seem to have loved Werner; as, indeed, he was at all times 
rather shy in his attachm.ents ; and to his quick eye, and more 
rigid fastidious feeling, the lofty theory and low selfish practice, 
the general diffuseness, nay incoherence of character, the pe- 
dantry and solemn affectation, too visible in the man, could 

vise be hidden. Nevertheless, he feels and acknowledges the 
frequent charrn of his conversation : for Werner many times 
could be frank and simple ; and the true humour and abandon- 
ment with which he often launched forth into bland satire on 
his friends, and still oftener on himself, atoned for many of his I 
whims and weaknesses. Probably the two could not have lived 
together by themselves ; but in a circle of common men, where 
these touchy elements were attempered by a fair addition of 
wholesome insensibilities and formalities, they even rehshed one 
another ; and, indeed, the whole social union seems to have 
stood on no undesirable footing. For the rest, Warsaw itself 

s, at this time, a gay, picturesque and stirring city ; fUllof re- 

[rces for spending life in pleasant occupation, either wisely o 
unwisely.* 

It was here that, in 1805, Werner's Kreuz an der Ostsee 
(Cross on the Baltic) was written : a sort of half-operatic per- 
formance, for which Hoffmann, who to his gifts as a writer added 

' Hitilg has Urns descrilKd the first aspecl it presented to Hoffmann ; 
' Slreets of stalely breadlh, formed of palaces in the finest llali 
' wooden huls which Ihrealened every momeni 10 rush down o' 
' of lh'"Lr inmates ; in these edilioes, (Viatic pomp combined in strange union 
' wilh Gnsenland squalor. An ever-moving population, forming the stiar — " 
' contrasts, as in a perpetual masquerade : long-lieardedjewsr monks in 

■ ^rb of every order; here veiled and deeply-shrouded nuns of strictest 

■ cipline. walking self-secluded and apart ; there flights of young Polesse: . 
' slflc mantles of the brightest colours, talking and promenading over broad 
'sqaaia. The venerable ancient PoUah noble ™i'h Tnnnsi-ifh« 

' girdle, aaXuii, and red or yeUow boon -, ttv. iv 
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perhaps still higher attainments both as a musician and a 
painter, composed the accompaniment. He complains that in 
this matter Werner was very ill to please. A ridiculous scene, 
at the first reading of the piece, the same shrewd wag has re- 
corded in his Serapions-Bruder: Hitzig assures us that it is 
literally true, and that Hoffmann himself was the main actor in 
the business. 

* Our Poet had invited a few triends, to read to them, in manuscript, 
his Kreuz an der Ostsee, of which they already knew some fragments that 
had raised their expectations to the highest stretch. Planted, as usual, 
in the middle of the circle, at a little miniature table, on which two clear 
lights, stuck in high candlesticks, were burning, sat the Poet : he had 
drawn the manuscript from his breast; the huge snuff-box, the blue- 
checked handkerchief, aptly reminding you of Baltic muslin, as in use 
for petticoats and other indispensable things, lay arranged in order be- 
fore him. — -Deep silence on ail sides ! — Not a breath heard ! — The Poet 
cuts one of those unparalleled, ever-memorable, altogether indescribable 
faces you have seen in him, and begins. — Now you recollect, at the ris- 
ing of the curtain, the Prussians are assembled on the coast of the Baltic, 
fishing amber, and commence by calling on the god who presides over 
this vocation.— -So begins : 

Bangputtis! BangputtisI BangputtisI 

—Brief pause ! — Incipient stare in the audience ! — ^and fix)m a fellow in 
the comer comes a small clear voice : ''My dearest, most valued friend ! 
my best of poets ! if thy whole dear opera is written in that cursed lan- 
guage, no soul of us Imows a syllable of it ; and I beg, in the Devil's 
name, thou wouldst have the goodness to translate it first !" '• 

Of this Kreuz an der Ostsee our limits will permit us to say 
but little. It is still a fragment ; the Second Part, which was 
often promised, and, we believe, partly written, having never 
yet been published. In some respects, it appears to us the best 
of Werner's dramas : there is a decisive coherence in the plot, 
such as we seldom find with him ; and a firmness, a rugged 



* utmost pitch as Parisian Incroyables t-mih Turks, Greeks, Russians, Italians, 

* Frenchmen, in ever-changing throng. Add to this a police of inconceiv- 

* able tolerance, disturbing no popular sport ; so that little puppet-theatres, 

* apes, camels, dancing-bears, practised incessantly in open spaces and 

* streets ; while the most elegant equipages, and the poorest pedestrian 
' bearers of burden, stood gazing at them. Farther, a theatre in the national 
' language ; a good French company ; an Italian opera ; German players of 
' at least a very passable sort ; masked-balls on a quite original but highly 

esttertaining plan ; places for pleasure-excursions all round the city,' &c. 
&C. — Hoffmann's Leben und Nachtass, b. 1. s. 287. 
• Hofiinaiixi's Serapions-BrUdert b. iv. s, a^yo. 
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nervous brevity in the dialogue, which is equally rare. Hf 
too, the mystic dreamy agencies, which, as in most of ki:i 
pieces, he has interwoven with the action, harmonise m 
than usually with the spirit of the whole. It is a wild subject, 
and this helps to give it a corresponding wildness of locality. 
The first planting of Christianity among the Prussians by the 
Teutonic Knights leads us back of itself into dim ages of a 
tiquity, of superstitious barbarism, and stern apostolic zeal : 
is a scene hanging, as it were, in ha\f-ghastly cAiaroiciiro, on 
ground of primeval Night ; where the Cross and St. Adalbert 
come in contact with the Sacred Oak and the Idols of Romova, 
we are not surprised that spectral shapes peer forth on us from 
the gloom. 

In constructing and depicting of characters, Werner, in* 
deed, is atill little better than a mannerist : his persons, dif- 
fering in external figure, differ too slightly in inward nature; 
and no one of them comes forward on us with a rightly visible 
ar living air. Vet, in scenes and incidents, in what may be 
called the general costume of his subject, he has here attaiaed 
a really superior excellence. The savage Prussians, with theil 
amber-fishing, their bear-hunting, their bloody idolatry and 
stormful untutored energy, are brought vividly into view ; 
less so the Polish Court of Plozk, and the German Crusaders, 

n their bridal-feasts and battles, as they live and move, here 
placed on the verge of Heathendom, as it were, the vanguard 
of Light in conflict with the kingdom of Darkness. The n 
tnrnal assault on Ploik by the Prussians, where the handful of 
Teutonic Knights is overpowered, but the city saved from r 
by the miraculous interposition of the ' Harper," who now proves 

o be the Spirit of St. Adalbert ; this, with the scene which 
follows it, on the Island of the Vistula, where the dawn slowly 
breaks over doings of woe and horrid cruelty, but of woe and 

ruelty atoned for by immortal hope,^ — belong undoubtedly to 
Werner's most successful efforts. With much that is question- 
able, much that is merely common, there are intermingled 
touches from the true I-and of Wonders ; indeed, the whole is 
overspread with a certain dim religious light, in which its many 
pettinesses and exaggerations are softened into something 
which at least resembles poetic harmony. We give this drama 
a bigb praise, when we say that more than once it has re- 

inded us of Calderon. 
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The ' Cross on the Baltic' had been bespoken by Iffland for 
the Berlin theatre ; but the complex machinery of the piece, 
the 'little flames' springing, at intervals, from the heads of 
certain characters, and the other supernatural ware with which 
It is replenished, were found to transcend the capabilities of 
any merely terrestrial stage. Iffland, the best actor in Ger- 
many, was himself a dramatist, and man of talent, but in all 
points differing from Werner, as a stage-machinist may differ 
from a man with the second-sight. Hoffmann chuckles in secret 
over the perplexities in which the shrewd prosaic manager and 
playwright must have found himself, when he came to the 
• httle flame.* Nothing remained but to write back a refusal, 
full of admiration and expostulation : and Iffland wrote one 
which, says Hofflnann, * passes for a masterpiece of theatrical 
diplomacy.' 

In this one respect, at least, Werner's next play was hap- 
pier, for it actually crossed the * Stygian marsh' of green-room 
hesitations, and reached, though in a maimed state, the Ely- 
sium of the boards ; and this to the great joy, as it proved, 
both of Iffland and all other parties interested. We allude to 
the Martin Luther y oder die Weihe der Kraft (Martin Luther, 
or the Consecration of Strength), Werner' ^^jinost popular per- 
formance ; which came out at Berlin in 1 80^, and soon spread 
over all Germany, Catholic as well as Protestant ; being acted, 
it would seem, even in Vienna, to overflowing and delighted 
audiences. 

If instant acceptance, therefore, were a measure of dramatic 
merit, this play should rank high among that class of works. 
Nevertheless, to judge from our own impressions, the sober 
reader of Martin Luther will be far from finding in it such ex- 
cellence. It cannot be named among the best dramas : it is 
not even the best of Werner's. There is, indeed, much scenic 
exhibition, many a * fervid sentiment,' as the newspapers have 
it ; nay, with all its mixture of coarsieness, here and there a 
glimpse of genuine dramatic inspiration : but, as a whole, the 
work sorely disappoints us ; it is of so loose and mixed a struc- 
ture, and falls asunder in our thoughts, like the iron and the 
clay in the Chaldean's Dream. There is an interest, perhaps 
of no trivial sort, awakened in the First Act ; but, unhappily, 
it goes on declining, till, in the Fifth, an ill-natured critic might 
almost say, it expires. The story is too viVd^ \otN4^\\N&^^ 
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dramatic lens to gather into a focns ; besides, the reader brings 
with him an image of it, too fixed for being so boldly metamor- 
phosed, and too high and august for being omamenled vFJtb 
tinsel and gilt pasteboaid. Accordingly, the Diet of Worms, 
plentifully furnished as it is with sceptres and armaria] shields, 
continues a much grander scene in History than it is here in Fic- 
tion. Neither, with regard to the persons of the play, excepting 
those of Luther and Catharine, the Nun whom he weds, can ve 
find much scopie for praise. Nay, our praise even of these 
two must have many limitations. Catharine, though carefully 
enough depicted, is, in fact, little more than a common tragedy- 
queen, with the storminess, the love, and other stage-heroism. 
which belong prescriptively to that class of dignitaries. Witii 
regard to Luther himself, it is evident that Werner has put 
forth his whole strength in this delineation ; and, trying him by 
common standards, we are far from saying that he has (ailed 
Doubtless it is, in some respects, a significaQt and even sub- 
lime delineation ; yet must we ask whether it is Luther, tlie 
Luther of History,' or even the Luther proper for this drama; 
and not rather some ideal portraiture ofZacharias Werner him- 
self? Is not this Luther, with his too assiduous flute-playing, 
nis trances of three days, his visions of the Devil (at whom, lo 
the sorrow of the housemaid, he resolutely throws his huge ink- 
bottle), by much too spasmodic and brainsick a personage i 
We cannot but question the dramatic beauty, whatever it may 
be in history, of that three-days trance ; the hero must before 
this have been in want of mere victuals ; and there, as he sits 
deaf and dumb, with his eyes sightless, yet fixed and staring, 
are we not tempted less to admire, than to send in all haste 
for some officer of the Humane Society? — Seriously, we catmol 
but regret that these and other such blemishes had not been 
avoided, and the character, worked into chasteness and purity, 
been presented to us in the simple grandeur which essentially 
belongs lo it. For, censure as we may, it were blindness 
deny that this figure of Luther has in it features of an ausl* 
loveliness, a mild yet awful beauty ; undoubtedly a figure risi 
from the depths of the poet's soul ; and, marred as it is with 
such adhesions, piercing at times into the depths of o 
Among so many poetical sins, it forms the chief redcemiDg' 
virtue, and truly were almost in itself a sort of atonement. 
As for the other characters, tbe^ i^^^ ao^ detain us long, 
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Of Charles the Fifth, by far the most ambitious, — meant, in- 
deed, as the counterpoise of Luther, — we may say, without 
hesitation, that he is a failure. An empty Gascon this ; brag- 
ging of his power, and honour and the like, in a style which 
Charles, even in his nineteenth year, could never have used. 
• One God, one Charles,* is no speech for an emperor ; and, 
besides, is borrowed from some panegyrist of a Spanish opera- 
singer. Neither can we fall-in with Charles, when he tells us 
that * he fears nothing, — not even God.* We humbly think 
he must be mistaken. With the old Miners, again, with Hans 
Luther and his Wife, the Reformer*s parents, there is more 
reason to be satisfied : yet in Werner's hands simplicity is 
always apt, in such cases, to become too simple ; and these 
honest peasants, like the honest Hugo in the *Sons of the 
Valley,* are very garrulous. 

The drama of Martin Luther is named likewise the Con- 
secration of Strength; that is, we suppose, the purifying of 
this great theologian from all remnants of earthly passion, into 
a clear heavenly zeal ; an operation which is brought about, 
strangely enough, by two half-ghosts and one whole ghost, — a 
little fairy girl, Catharine's servant, who impersonates Faith ; 
a little fairy youth, Luther's servant, who represents Art ; and 
the * Spirit of Cotta's wife,* an honest housekeeper, but defunct 
many years before, who stands for Purity. These three super- 
naturals hover about in very whimsical wise, cultivating flowers, 
playing on flutes, and singing dirge-like epithalamiums over 
unsound sleepers : we cannot see how aught of this is to 'con- 
secrate strength ;' or, indeed, what such jack-o'-lantern person- 
ages have in the least to do with so grave a business. If the 
author intended by such machinery to elevate his subject from 
the Common, and unite it with the higher region of the Infinite 
and the Invisible, we cannot think that his contrivance has 
succeeded, or was worthy to succeed. These half-allegoricai, 
half-corporeal beings yield no contentment anywhere : ^ bstract 
Ideas, however they may put on fleshly garments, are a class 
of characters whom we cannot sympathise with or delight in. 
Besides, how can this mere embodiment of an allegory be sup- 
posed to act on the rugged materials of life, and elevate into 
ideal grandeur the doings of real men, that live and move amid 
the actual pressure of worldly things ? At best, it can stand 
but like a hand in the margin : it is not performing thft ta: 
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proposed, but only telling us that it was meant to be performed. 
To our feelings, this entire episode runs like straggling bind- 
weed through the whole growth of the piece, not so much 
uniting as encumbering and choking-up what it meets with ; 
in itself, perhaps, a green and rather pretty weed : yet here 
superfluous, and, like any other weed, deserving only to be I 
altogether cut away. i 

Our general opinion a{ Marlin Luther, it would seem, there- | 
fore, corresponds ill with that of the ' overflowing and delighted 
audiences' over all Germany. We believe, however, that now, 
in its twentieth year, the work may be somewhat more calmly 
judged of even there. As a classical drama it could never 
pass with any critic ; nor, on the other hand, shall we ourselves , 
deny that, in the lower sphere of a popular spectacle, its attrac- j 
tions are manifold. We find it, what, more or less, we find 
all Werner's pieces to be, a splendid, sparkling mass ; yet not 
of pure metal, but of many-coloured scoria, not unmingled with ' 
metal ; and must regret, as ever, that it had not been refined 
in a stronger furnace, and kept in the crucible till the true sil- 
ver-gleam, glancing from it, had shown that the process was 
complete. J 

Werner's dramatic popularity could not remain without in- -I 
fluence on him, more especially as he was now in the very ] 
centre of its brilliancy, having changed his residence from War- 
saw to Berlin, sometime before his Wcihe derKra/t-w&s acted, 
or indeed written. Von Schriiler, one of the slate-ministers, a 
man harmonising with Werner in his ' zeal both for rehgion 
and freemasonry,' had been persuaded by some friends to ap- 
point him his secretary. Werner naturally rejoiced in such 
promotion ; yet, combined with his theatrical success, it per- 
haps, in the long-run, did him more harm than good. He i 
might now, for the first time, be said to see the busy and influ- j 
eatial world with his own eyes : but to draw future instruction I 
from it, or even to guide himselfin its present complexities, he ] 
was little qualified. He took a shorter method : 'he plunged 
into the vortex of society,' says Hitzig, with brief expressive- 
ness ; became acquainted, indeed, with Fichte, Johaimes Miil- 
ler, and other excellent men, but united himself also, and with 
closer partiality, to players, play-lovers, and a long list of jovial, 
admiring, but highly unprofitatAe ccmvpamciw.. H\s veli^ous 



LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WERNER. 1 1 1 

schemes, perhaps rebutted by collision with actual life, lay 
dormant for the time, or mingled in strange union with wine- 
vapours, and the * feast of reason and the flow of soul.* The 
result of all this might, in some measure, be foreseen. In eight 
weeks, for example, Werner had parted with his wife. It was 
not to be expected, he writes, that she should be happy with 
him. * I am no bad man,* continues he, with considerable 
candour ; * yet a weakling in many respects (for God strength- 

* ens me also in several), fretful, capricious, greedy, impure. 

* Thou knowest me ! Still immersed in my fantasies, in my 

* occupation : so that here, what with playhouses, what with 

* socisd parties, she had no manner of enjoyment with me. She 
« is innocent : I too perhaps ; for can I pledge myself that I 
' am so ?* These repeated divorces of Werner's at length con- 
vinced him that he had no talent for managing wives ; indeed, 
we subsequently find him, more than once, arguing in dissua^ 
sion of marriage altogether. To our readers one other con- 
sideration may occur : astonishment aC the state of marriage- 
law, and the strange footing this * sacrament* must stand on 
throughout Protestant Germany. For a Christian man, at least 
not a Mahometan, to leave three widows behind him, certaii.iy 
wears a peculiar aspect. Perhaps it is saying much for Ger« 
man morality, that so absurd a system has not, by the ais- 
orders resulting from it, already brought about its own abroga- 
tion. 

Of Werner's farther proceedings in Berlin, except by im- 
plication, we have little notice. After the arrival of the French 
armies, his secretaryship ceased ; and now wifeless and place- 
less, in the summer of 1807, *he felt himself,* he says, 'author- 
ised by Fate to indulge his taste for pilgriming.* Indulge it 
accordingly he did ; for he wandered to and fro many years, 
nay we may almost say, to the end of his life, like a perfect 
Bedouin. The various stages and occurrences of his travels 
he has himself recorded in a paper, furnished by him for his 
own Name, in some Biographical Dictionary. Hitzig quotes 
great part of it, but it is too long and too meagre for being 
quoted here. Werner was at Prague, Vienna, Munich, — every- 
where received with open arms ; * saw at Jena, in December 
' 1 807, for the first time, the most universal and the clearest 
' inan of his age {the man whose like no one that has seen 

* him wiU ever see again}, the great, nay oivV^ Gqet^^\ ^sA. 
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< under his introduction, the pattern of German princes' (the 
Duke of Weimar) ; and then, • after three ever-memorable 

* months in this society, beheld at Berlin the triumphant entry 

* of the pattern of European tyrants* (Napoleon). On the sum- 
mit of the Rigi, at sunrise, he became acquainted with the 
Crown Prince, now King, of Bavaria ; was by him introduced 
to the Swiss festival at Interlaken, and to the most ' intellectual 

* lady of our time, the Baroness de Stael ; and must beg to be 

* credited when, after sufficient individual experience, he can 

* declare, that the heart of this high and noble woman was at 

* least as great as her genius.* Coppet, for a while, was his 
headquarters ; but he went to Paris, to Weimar,7 again to Swit- 
zerland ; in short, trudged and hurried hither and thither, in- 
constant as an ignis fatuus, and restless as the Wandering Jew. 

On his mood of mind during all this period Werner g^ves 
us no direct information ; but so unquiet an outward life be- 
tokens of itself no inward repose ; and when we, from othei 
lights, gain a transient glimpse into the wayfarer's thoughts, 
they seem still more fluctuating than his footsteps. His pro- 
ject of a New Religion was by this time abandoned : Hitzig 
thinks his closer survey of life at Berlin had taught him the 
impracticability of such chimeras. Nevertheless, the subject 
of Religion, in one shape or another, nay of propagating it in 
new purity by teaching and preaching, had nowise vanished 
from his meditations. On the contrary, we can perceive that 
it still formed the master-principle of his soul, ' the pillar of 
cloud by day, and the pillar of fire by night,' which guided 
him, so far as he had any guidance, in the pathless desert d 
his now solitary, barren and cheerless existence. What his 
special opinions or prospects on the matter had, at this period, 
become, we nowhere learn ; except, indeed, negatively, — ^for ii 
he has not yet found the new, he still cordially enough detests 
the old. All his admiration of Luther cannot reconcile him to 
modem Lutheranism. This he regards but as another and 
more hideous impersonation of the Utilitarian spirit of the age, 
nay as the last triumph of Infidelity, which has now dressed 
itself in priestly garb, and even mounted the pulpit, to preach, 

7 It was here that Hitzig saw him for the last time, in 1809 ; foimd admit 
tance, through his means, to a court-festival in honour of Bernadotte ; am! 
he still recollects, with gratification, ' the lordly spectacle of Goethe and the 
sovereign standing front to front, engaged \xi\Yvfe\«^«s*.coaveTsatiou.' 
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^Hfeheavenly symfaols, a doctrine which is altogether of the e; 
^"A curious passage from his Preface to the Cross on the BalHe 

we may quote, by way of illustration. After speaking of St. 

Adalbert's miracles, and how his body, when purchased from 

liie heathen for its weight in gold, became light as gossamer, 

he proceeds : 

'Thongh these things may be justly doubted ; yet sue miracle a 
be denied him, the itiimde, namely, that after his death he has extorted I 
from this Spirit of P rotes tanlism against Strength in general, — which 
now replaces the old heathen and catholic Spirit o*f Persecution, and 
vei^ almost as much as Adalbeit's body, — the admission, (hat he 
tnew what he wanted ; was what he wished to be ; was so wholly; and 
llierefDre must have been a man at all points diametrically opposite both 
lolbal Protestantism, and to the culture of our day.' In a Note, he adds: 
'TlieiE is another Protestantism, however, which constitutes in Conduct 

I vhat Art is in SpccuUition, and which I reverence so highly, that 1 even 
place it above Art, as Conduct is above Speculation at all times. But 
in llis, St. Adalbert and St Luther are — colleagues: and if God, 
^di I daily pmy far. should awaken Luther to u£ before the Last 

I Dsjr, the first [ash he would find, in respect of that degenerate and 

I i^mtious Protestantism, would be, in his somewhat nigged manner, to — 

I fnUa against it. ' 

A similar, or pethaps still more reckless temper, is to be ^| 
(raced elsewhere, in passages of a gay, as well as grave cha- ^H 
racier. This is the conclusion of a letter from Vienna, in 1807; ^| 

'We have Tragedies here which contain so many edifying maxims, 
thai yon might use them instead of "Jaus Sirack, and have them read 
from beginning to end in the Berlin Sunday- Schools. Comedies, hke- 
vHse, alsolulely bursting with household felicity and nobleness oi mind. 
'" genuine Kaaperl is dead, and Schikander has goae his ways; but 
loo Bigotry and Superstition are attacked in enlightened Journals 
nith such profit, that the people care less for Popeiy than even you in 
Berlin do ; and prize, for instance, the Wdht der KrafI, which has also 
been declaimed in Regensbuig and Munich to thronging audiences,— 
chiefly for the multitude of liberal Protestant opinions therein brought 
to light 1 and regard the author, all his struggling to the contrary un- 
iKCded, as a secret Iltuminatus, or at worst an amiable Enthusiast. In 
a word, Vienna is determined, without loss of lime, to overtake Berlin 
b the career of improvement ; and when I recollect that Berlin, on her 
side, carries Porst's Hymn-liook with her, in her reticule, to the shows 
in the TIdtrgartai: and that the ray of Christiano-catholico-platonic 
?iilh pierces deeper and deeper into your (already by nature ver^ dtcj^ 
fihj-coandllor Ma'm'selle, — I almost lancy that Germany \s ime 5;«B*. 
Mdiunue / and could £nd ia my heart to pack-up my goo^, ai^^ ''^ 
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off for Italy, tomorrow morning; — ^not, indeed, that I might work theri^ 
where follies enough are to be had too; but that, amid ruins and 
flowers, I might forget all things, and myself in the first place. *• 

To Italy accordingly he went, though with rather different 
objects, and not quite so soon as on the morrow. In the 
course of his wanderings, a munificent ecclesiastical Prince, 
the Fiirst Primas von Dalberg, had settled a yearly pension on 
him ; so that now he felt still more at liberty to go whither he 
listed. In the course of a second visit to Coppet, and which 
lasted four months, Madame de Stael encouraged and assisted 
him to execute his favourite project ; he set out, through Turin 
and Florence, and *on the 9th of December 1809, saw, for 

* the first time, the Capital of the World V Of his proceedings 
here, much as we should desire to have minute details, no in- 
formation is given in this Narrative ; and Hitzig seems to know, 
by a letter, merely that * he knelt with streaming eyes over the 
graves of St. Peter and St. Paul.* This little phrase says much. 
Werner appears likewise to have assisted at certain * Spiritual 
Exercitations {Geistliche Uebungen) ;* a new invention set on 
foot at Rome for quickening the devotion of the faithful ; con- 
sisting, so far as we can gather, in a sort of fasting-and-prayer 
meetings, conducted on the most rigorous principles ; the con- 
siderable band of devotees being bound over to strict silence, 
and secluded for several days, with conventual care, from every 
sort of intercoirrse with the world. The effect of these Exer- 
citations. Werner elsewhere declares, was edifying to an extreme 
degree ; at parting on the threshold -of their holy tabernacle, 
all the brethren * embraced each other, as if intoxicated with 
' divine joy ; and each confessed to the other, that through- 

* out these precious days he had been, as it were, in heaven ; 

* and now, strengthened as by a soul-purifying bath, was but 

* loath to venture back into the cold week-day world.* The 
next step from these Tabor-feasts, if, indeed, it had not pre- 
ceded them, was a decisive one : * On the 19th of April 181 1, 

* Werner had grace given him to return to the Faith of his 

* fathers, the Catholic !* 

Here, then, the * crowning mercy* had at length arrived I 
This passing of the Rubicon determined the whole remainder 
of Werner's life ; which had henceforth the merit at least of 
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entire consistency. He forthwith set about the professions 
study of Theology ; then, being perfetted in this, he left Italy ^ 
in 1S13, talcing care, however, by the road, 'to supplicate. 
' and certainly not in vain, the help of the Gracious Mother at 
■ Loretlo ;" and after due preparation, under the superintend- 
ence of his patron, the Prince Archbishop von Dalberg, had 
himself ordained a priest at Aschaffenburg, in June 1814. 
Next from Aschafienburg he hastened to Vienna ; and there, 
with all his might, began preaching ; his first auditory being 
the Congress of the Holy Alliance, which had then just begun 
ita venerable sessions. ■ The novelty and strangeness,' he says, 
' nay originality of his appearance, secured him an extraordi- 
' nary concourse of hearers.' He was, indeed, a man worth 
hearing and seeing ; for his name, noised abroad in many- 
sounding peals, was filling all Germany from the hut to the 
palace. This, he thinks, might have affected his head ; but he 
' had a trust in God, which bore him through.' Neither did 
he seem anywise anxious to still this clamour of his judges, 
least of all to propitiate his detractors : for already, before 
arriving at Vienna, he had published, as a pendant to his 
MarliH Lutiur, or the Consecration of SlrtHgih, a Pamphlet in 
'^'^grel metre, entitled the Consecraiian of Weakness, wherein 
se proclaims himself to the whole world as an honest seeker 
and finder of truth, and takes occasion to revoke his old 
'Triniiy' of art, religion and love; love having now turned 
out to be a dangerous ingredient in such mixtures. The writ- 
ing of this Wake der Unkraft was reckoned by many a bold 
iwt injudicious measure,— a throwing down of the gauntlet 
when the lists were full of tumultuous foes, and the knight was 
hut weak, and his cause, at best, of the most questionable sort. 
To reports, and calumnies, and criticisms, and vituperations, 
there was no limit. 

What remains of this strange eventful history may be 
sununed-up in few words. Werner accepted no special charge 
ia ihe Church ; but continued a private and secular Priest ; 
preaching diligently, but only where he himself saw good ; 
oftcaest at Vienna, hut in summer over all parts of Austria, in 
Stjwa, Ca^i^thia. and even Venice. Everywhere, he says, the 
•jWons of his hearers were 'violently divided.' At one time, 
M thought of becoming Monk, and had actuaU"j eiWKxeA otv a. 
sort ol novicjafe ; bat be quitted the estab\ish.rrveTvt ioC&m ^li.- 
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denly, and, as he is reported to have said. ' for reasons 
only to God and himself.' By degrees, his health gre 
weak : yet he still laboured hard both in public and privati 
ing or revising poems, devotional or dramatic ; preachii 
officiating as father-confessor, in which last capacity he 
to have been in great request. Of his poetical prod 
during this period, there is none of any moment knowi 
except the Mother of the Maccabees (1819); a tragedy of 
structure, and apparently in high favour with the autl 
which, notwithstanding, need not detain us long. In 01 
it is the worst of all his pieces ; a pale, bloodless, indee 
ghost-like affair ; for a cold breath as from a sepulchn 
the heart in perusing it : there is no passion or interesi 
certain woestruck martyr zeal, or rather frenzy, and t 
so much storming as shrieking ; not loud and resoli 
shrill, hysterical, and bleared with ineffectual tears. 1 
it may well sadden us ; it is a convulsive fit, whose 
trollable writhings indicate, not strength, but the last d 
lhat.9 

Werner was, in fact, drawing to his latter end : his 
had long been ruined ; especially of later years, he h 
fered much from disorders ofthe lungs. In 1817, 
thought to be dangerously ill ; and afterwards, in 182: 
a journey to the Baths partly restored him ; though he 
still felt that his term was near, and spoke and acted 
man that was shortly to depart. In January 1S23, 
evidently dying; his affairs he had already settled; r 
his time he spent in prayer ; was constantly cheerful, i 
vals even gay, 'His death,' says Hitzig, 'was especial 
' On the eleventh day of his disorder, he felt himself, 
' larly towards evening, as if altogether light and well; 
' he would hardly consent to have any one to watch wi 
' The servant whose turn it was did watch, however ; 

' Of bis Attila (iSoG), his Viir-tind-saiannRiU Feiruar (i 
Cuncgundi (1814). and various other pieces written in his wandei 
have not room to speak. 1 1 is the less necessary, as Ihe Atlila and 
fourth of Ftbmary, by much the best of these, have already been 
and on the whole fairly, chaiaclerised by Madajne de Sta^ Ol 
named httlo work we might say, with double emphasis, Nei pua 
populo Media trvcidtt: it has a deep and genuine tragic tntens 
not so painfiilly protracted into Ihe regions of pure horror. Wen 
vmni, tia Hymns, his Prefict to Thomas d JCisipis, &o. are on 
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^^ sat down by the bedside between two and three next morning 
* ^the 17th), and continued there a considerable while, in the 
' t>clief that his patient was asleep. Surprised, however, that 
' Tao breathing was to be heard, he hastily aroused the house- 
' hold, and it was found that Werner had already passed 

In imitation, it is thought, of Lipsius, he bequeathed his 
Pen to the treasury of the Virgin at Mariaiell, ' as a chief in- 
strument ofhis aberrations, his sins and his repentance.' He was 
honourably interred at Enwrsdorf on the Hiil; where a simple 
inscription, composed by himself, begs the wanderer to ' pray 
charitably for his poor soul;' and expresses 3 trembling hope 
that, as to Mary Magdalen, "because she loved much,' so to 
him also ' much may be forgiven.' 

We have thus, in hurried movement, travelled over Zachar- 
las Werner's Life and Works ; noting down from the former 
such particulars as seemed most characteristic ; and gleaning 
from the latter some more curious passages, less indeed with a 
view to their intrinsic excellence, than to their fitness for illus- 
^failng the man. These scattered indications we must now 
'eave our readers to interpret each for himself: each will adjust 
^iitm into that combination which shall best harmonise with 
"Jsown way of thought. As a writer, Werner's character will 
'^t^casion little difficulty. A richly gifted nature ; but never 
^^isely guided, or resolutely applied ; a loving heart ; an intel- 
*«:« subtle and inquisitive, if not always clear and strong ; a gor- 
■&«»us, deep and bold imagination ; a true, nay keen and bum- 
**^g sympathy with all high, all tender and holy things : here 
'**-y the main elements of no common poet ; save only that one 
*^a5 still wanting, — the force to cultivate them, and mould 
*^Hem into pure union. But they have remained uncultivated, 
■"^"isunited, too often struggling in wild disorder : his poetry, 
' ' ke his life, is still not so much an edifice as a quarry. Wer- 
■^er had cast a look into perhaps the very deepest region of the 
^Vonderful ; but he had not learned to live there : he was yet 
^o denizen of that mysterious land ; and, in his visions, its 
splendour is strangely mingled and overclouded with the flame 
or smoke of mere earthly fire. Of his dramas we have already 
spoken ; and with much to praise, found always more to cen- 
sure. In his rhymed pieces, his shorter, more didactic poems, 
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we are belter satisfied : here, in the rude, jolting vehicle of 
certain Sternhold-and- Hopkins metre, we often find a strain 
true pathos, and a deep though quaint significance. His pro! 
again, is among the worst Itnown to us : degraded with sillines 
diffuse, nay tautological, yet obscure and vague ; contort 
into endless involutions ; a misshapen, lumbering, complect 
coil, well-nigh inexplicable in its entanglements, and seldt 
worth the trouble of unravelling. He does not move tArou^ 
his subject, and arrange it, and rule over it ; for the most pa 
he but welters in it, and laboriously tumbles it, and at last sis 
under it. 

As a man, the ill-faicd Werner can still less content i 
His feverish, inconstant and wasted life we have already loot 
aL Hitzig, his determined wellwisher, admits that in pract 
he was selfish, wearying out his best friends by the most ba 
faced importunities ; a man of no dignity ; avaricious, greet 
sensual, at times obscene ; in discourse, with aU his humc 
and heartiness, apt to be intolerably longwinded ; and of 
mal adroitness, a blank ineptitude, which exposed him to ino 
sant ridicule and manifold mystifications from people of t 
world. Nevertheless, under all this rubbish, contends t 
friendly Biographer, there dwelt, for those who could lo 
more narrowly, a spirit, marred indeed in its beauty, and b 
guishing in painful conscious oppression, yet never wholly fi 
getful of its original nobleness. Werner's soul was made I 
affection ; and often as, under his too rude collisions with i 
ternal things, it was struck into harshness and dissonani 
there was a lone which spoke of melody, even in its jarrin] 
A kind, a sad and heartfelt remembrance of his friends seei 
never to have quitted him ; to the last he ceased not fr< 
warm love to men at large ; nay to awaken in them, with su 
knowledge as he had, a sense for what was best and highe 
may be said to have formed the earnest, though weak and 1 
stable aim of his whole existence. The truth is, his defects 
a writer were also his defects as a man : he was feeble, a 
without volition ; in life, as in poetry, his endowments fell ii 
confusion ; his character relaxed itself on ail sides into ini 
herent expansion; hia activity became gigantic endeavour, 1 
lowed by most dwarfish performance. 

The grand incident of his life, his adoption of the Rom 
Catholic religion, is one on Nfhich we need not heap fartl 
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<^ensure ; for already, as appears to us, it is rather liable to be 

5^0 harshly than too leniently dealt with. There is a feeling 

'tt the popular mind, which, in well-meant hatred of inconsis- 

^CQcy, perhaps in general too sweepingly condemns such 

changes. Werner, it should be recollected, had at all periods 

pf his life a religion ; nay he hungered and thirsted after truth 

'^ this matter, as after the highest good of man ; a fact which 

^ itself must, in this respect, set him far above the most con- 

^'JStent of mere unbelievers, — in whose barren and callous soul 

Consistency perhaps is no such brilliant virtue. We pardon 

^^nial weather for its changes ; but the steadiest of all climates 

*^ that of Greenland. 

Farther, we must say that, strange as it may seem, in 
^^emer's whole conduct, both before and after his conversion, 
^^ere is not visible the slightest trace of insincerity. On the 
^^hole, there are fewer genuine renegades than men are apt to 
^^^aagine. Surely, indeed, that must be a nature of extreme 
baseness, who feels that, in worldly good, he can gain by such 
^- step. Is the contempt, the execration of all that have known 
^►nd loved us, and of millions that have never known us, to be 
^^eighed against a mess of pottage, or a piece of money ? We 
ilope there are not many, even in the rank of sharpers, that 
"Vrould think so. But for Werner there was no gain in any way ; 
^ay rather certainty of loss. He enjoyed or sought no patron- 
age ; with his own resources he was already independent 
though poor, and on a footing of good esteem with all that was 
^nost estimable in his country. His little pension, conferred on 
liim, at a prior date, by a Catholic Prince, was not continued af- 
ter his conversion, except by the Duke of Weimar, a Protestant. 
He became a mark for calumny; the defenceless butt at which 
every callow witling made his proof-shot; his character was 
more deformed and mangled than that of any other man. 
What had he to gain? Insult and persecution ; and with 
these, as candour bids us believe, the approving voice of his 
own conscience. To judge from his writings, he was far from 
repenting of the change he had made ; his Catholic faith evi- 
dently stands in his own mind as the first blessing of his life ; 
and he clings to it as the anchor of his soul. Scarcely more 
than once (in the Preface to his Mutter der Makkabder) does 
he allude to the legions of falsehoods that were in circulation 
against him ; and it is in a spirit which, without entirely con- 
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cealing the querulousness of nature, nowise fails in the meclt- 
ress and endurance which became him as a Christian. Here 
is a fragment of another Paper, published since his death, is 
it was meant to be; which exhibits him in a still clearer light. 
The reader may contemn, or. what will be better, pity and 
sympathise with him ; but the structure of this strange piece 
surely bespeaks anything but insincerity. We translate it with 
all its breaks and fantastic crotchets, as it stands before us : 

'Testamentary Inscription, from Friedridi Lutlwig Zachaiiss 
Werner, a son, ' &c. — (here follows a statement of his parentage and 
birth, with vacant spaces for the date of his death),— 'of the foUowii^ 
lines, submitted to all such as have more or less felt any friendly in- 
terest in his unworthy person, with the request to lake waitiing 1^ Ms 
eiample, and charitably to remember the poor soul of the writer before 
God, in prayer and good deeds. 



' Begun nt Florence, on the 14th of September, about eight m the 
evening, amid the still distant sound of approaching thunder. Coo- 
cludcd, when and where Cod willl 



' N. B. Most hnmbly and earnestly, and hi the name of God, does 
the Author of this Writing beg, of such honest persons as may find it, 
to submit the same m any suitable vray to public 



' Feeisti nes, Domini, ad Tei et imqmdum at cor nostrum, donee 
nqtofscBt in Te. S. Augustinus. 

' Per multa dispergitur, el Me illucgut quaril {ear) nH reqidtsetre 
point, et nihil invenil quod H sttffdat, donee adipsutit (ic. I}eum) rtdtfL 
S. Bemardus. 

' In the name of God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. A)D«I 
' The thunder came hither, and is still rolling, though now at > dist- 
ance. — The name of the Lord be praised I Hallelujah ! — I BEGIN: 

'This Paper must needs be brief; because the appointed term for 
my life itself may already be near at hand. There are not waritmj; 
examples of important and unimportant men, who have left behind, 
them in writing the defence, or even sometimes the accusation, of their 
earthly life. Without estimating such procedure, I am not mended hv 
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Dnitate it With trembling I reflect that I myself shall first learn m its 

^hole terrific compass what properly I was, when these lines shall be 

w*d by men ; that is to say, in a point of Time which for me will be 

f no Time ; in a condition wherein all experience will for me be too 

Rex tremenda majestoHs^ 

I Qui salvandos salvos gratis^ 

Salva me^ fons pietatis ! I I 

•Bnt if I do, till that day when All shall be laid open, draw a veil over 

'^y past life, it is not merely out of false shame that I so order it ; for 

though not free from this vice also, I would willingly make known my 

^t to all and every one whom my voice might reach, could I hope, by 

^ch confession, to atone for what I have done ; or thereby to save a 

5^1e soul from perdition. There are two motives, however, which 

•orbid me to make such an open personal revelation after death : the onc^ 

J^^cause the unclosing of a pestilential grave may be dangerous to the 

**^th of the uninfected looker-on ; the other ^ because in my Writings 

f^hich may God forgive me !), amid a wilderness of poisonous weeds 

^*^ garbage, there may also be here and there a medicinal herb lying 

^^ttered, from which poor patients, to whom it might be useful, would 

?*^rt back with shuddering, did they know the pestiferous soil on which 

*^ grew. 

* So much, however, in regard to those good creatures as they call 
j^^mselves, namely to those feeble weaklings who brag of what they 
'^^signate their good hearts, — so much must I say before God, that such 
^ lieart alone, when it is not checked and regulated by forethought and 
^^^adfastness, is not only incapable of saving its possessor from destruc- 
^r>n, but is rather certain to hurry him, full speed, into that abyss, where 
"■^ liave been, whence I — ^perhaps? ! ! ! — ^by God*s grace am snatched, 
^^d from which may God mercifully preserve every reader of these 

All this is melancholy enough ; but it is not like the writing 

a hypocrite or repentant apostate. To Protestantism, above 

^^1 things, Werner shows no thought of returning. In allusion 

a rumour, which had spread, of his having given up Catholi- 

Lsm, he says (in the Preface already quoted) : 

* A stupid falsehood I must reckon it ; since, according to my deepest 

Conviction, it is as impossible that a soul in Bliss should return back 

^^to the Grave, as that a man who, like me, after a life of error and search 

*^«is found the priceless jewel of Truth, should, I will not say, give up 

^e same, but hesitate to sacrifice for it blood and life, nay many things 

Perhaps far dearer, with joyful heart, when the one good cause is con 

^5«ned.* 

w Werner*s Letzte Lebenstagen ^quoted by Hitzig, ^, 8o\, 
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And elsewhere in a private letter: 

' I not only assure thee, but I beg ol thcc 
thoold ever so withdiBw the light of hu grace from me, that 
to lie a Catholic, I would a thousand times sooner join roysdf 1 
iitn, or Co the Bromiiis on the Ganges : but to thnt shallowest 
most contradictory, inanest Inanity of Proteslnntism, niver. 

Here, perhaps, there is a touch of priestly, of almos 
nine vehemence; for it is to a Protestant and an old 
that he wrrites : but the conclusion of his Pre/ace shows 
a belter light. Speaking of Second Parts, and regretti: 
so many of his works were unfinished, he adds: 

'But what specially comforts me is the prospect of — oar 
Serond Part, where, even in the first Scene, Ihis consolation, Vl 
all our works will be known, may not indeed prove soladng^ 
hat where, through the strength of Him that alone completes all 
il win be granted to those whom He has saved, not only to km 
Other, Ijut even to know Him, as hy Him they are known! — V 
trust in Christ, whom I have not yet won, I regard, with the ' 
of the Gentiles, all things but dross that I may win Him; and 
cordially and lovingly do I, in life or at death, commit you all, 
loved Friends and my beloved Enemies!' 

On the whole, we cannot think it doubtful that W 
belief was real and heanfell. But how then, our woi 
readers may inquire, if his belief was real and not prei 
how then did he believe? He, who scoffs in infidel style 
truths of Protestantism, by what alchemy did he suet 
tempering into credibility the harder and bulkier dog 
Popery? Of Poperj-, too, the frauds and gross corrupl 
which he has so fiercely exposed in his Martin Lutht 
this, moreover, without cancelling, or even softening h 
perations, long after his conversion, in the very last ed 
that drama? To this question, we are far from preten 
have any answer that altogether satisfies ourselves ; mu 
that shall altogether satisfy others. Meanwhile, there ; 
considerations which throw light on the difficulty for us 
as some step, or at least, attempt towards a solution o 
shall not withhold. 

The^rst lies in Werner's individual character and r 
life. Not only was he bom a tnyitic, not only had h 
from of old amid freemasonry, and all manner of ca 
and other traditionary chimeras; he was also, and hi 
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been, what is emphatically called dissolute; a word which has 
now lost somewhat of its original force ; but which, as applied 
bere,is still more just and significant in its etymological than 
in its common acceptation. He was a man dissolute; that is, 
by a long course of vicious indulgences, enervated and loosened 
tsunder. Everywhere in Werner's life and actions we discern 
a mind relaxed from its proper tension ; no longer capable of 
effort and toilsome resolute vigilance ; but floating almost pas- 
sively with the current of its impulses, in languid, imaginative, 
Asiatic reverie. That such a man should discriminate, with 
«harp fearless logic, between beloved errors and unwelcome 
truths, was not to be expected. His belief is likely to have 
been persuasion rather than conviction^ both as it related to 
Religion, and to other subjects. What, or how much a man 
in this way may bring himself to believe^ with such force and 
distinctness as he honestly and usually calls belieft there is no 
predicting. 

But another consideration, which we think should nowise 
be omitted, is the general state of religious opinion in Germany, 
especially among such minds as Werner was most apt to take 
for his exemplars. To this complex and highly interesting 
subject we can, for the present, do nothing more than allude. 
So much, however, we may say : It is a common theory among 
the Germans, that every Creed, every Form of worship, is a 
form merely ; the mortal and ever-changing body^ in which the 
iinmortal and unchanging spirit of Religion is, with more or 
fcss completeness, expressed to the material eye, and made 
>t)anifest and influential among the doings of men. It is thus, 
for instance, that Johannes Miiller, in his Universal History ^ 
professes to consider the Mosaic Law, the creed of Mahomet, 
Hay Luther's Reformation ; and, in short, all other systems of 
Faith ; which he scruples not to designate, without special 
praise or censure, simply as Vorstellungsarten, 'Modes of Re- 
presentation.* We could report equally singular things of 
Schelling and others, belonging to the philosophic class ; nay 
of Herder, a Protestant clergyman, and eveu bearing high au- 
thority in the Church. Now, it is clear, in a country where 
such opinions are openly and generally professed, a change of 
religious creed must be comparatively a slight matter. Con- 
versions to Catholicism are accordingly by no means unknown 
among the Germans : Friedrich Schlegel, aivd the \ci\ifi^ei 
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Count von Stolberg, men, as we should think, of vigorous in* 
teliect, and of character above suspicion, were colleagues, or 
rather precursors, of Werner in this adventure; and, indeed, 
formed part of his acquaintance at Vienna. It is but, they 
would perhaps say, as if a melodist, inspired with harmony ol 
inward music, should choose this instrument in preference to 
that, for giving voice to it : the inward inspiration is the g^rand 
concern; and to express it, the "^eep, majestic, solemn organ' 
of the Unchangeable Church may be better fitted than the 
'scrannel pipe' of a withered, trivial, Arian Protestantism. 
That Werner, still more that Schlegel and Stolberg could, on 
the strength of such hypotheses, put-off or put-on their religious 
creed, like a new suit of apparel, we are far from asserting; 
they are men of earnest hearts, and seem to have a deep feel- 
ing of devotion : but it should be remembered, that what forms 
the groundwork of their religion is professedly not Demonstra- 
tion but Faith ; and so pliant a theory could not but help to 
soften the transition from the former to the latter. That some 
such principle, in one shape or another, lurked in Werner's 
mind, we think we can perceive from several indications; 
among others, from the Prologue to his last tragedy, where, 
mysteriously enough, under the emblem of a Phoenix, he seems 
to be shadowing forth the history of his own Faith ; and repre- 
sents himself even then as merely 'climbing the tree^ where 
the pinions of his Phoenix last vanished/ but not hoping to 
regain that blissful vision, till his eyes shall have been opened 
by death. 

On the whole, we must not pretend to understand Werner, 
or expound him with scientific rigour : acting many times with 
only half consciousness, he was always, in some degree, an 
enigma to himself, and may well be obscure to us. Above all, 
there are mysteries and unsounded abysses in every human 
heart ; and that is but a questionable philosophy which under- 
takes so readily to explain them. Religious belief especially, 
at least when it seems heartfelt and well-intentioned, is no 
subject for harsh or even irreverent investigation. He is a 
wise man that, having such a belief, knows and sees clearly 
the grounds of it in himself : and those, we imagine, who have 
explored with strictest scrutiny the secret of their own bosoms 
will be least apt to rush with intolerant violence into that of 
other men's. 



LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WERNhlK. iij'^ 

'The good Werner,' says Jean Paul, 'fell, like our 
' vigorous Hoffinann, into the poetical fermen ting-vat (Gdhrbot- 
' ftrt) of our time, where all Literatures, Freedoms, Tastes 
'and Untastea are foaming through each other; and where all 
' is to be found, excepting truth, diligence and the polish of the 
' file. Both would have come forth clearer had they studied in 
'Lessing's day.'"' We cannot justify Wciner; yet let him be 
coDdemned with pity! And well were it could each of us apply 
to himself those words, which Hit/ig, in his friendly ind'gna- 
lioo, would "thunder in the ears' of many a German gainsnyer: 
Tah thou the beam out of thine ovjH eye; then shall thou M4 I 
dcurly to take the mate out of thy brother's. 

" Letter lo Hitiig, in Jeait Pauh Ubtx, by During. 
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WovAi.is has rather tauntingly asserted of Goethe, that 9 
Unutd law of his being is to conclude whatsoever he UsM 
takes ; that, let him engage in any task, no matter w^i^J 
difficulties or how small its worth, he cannot quit it till he 1 
mastered its whole secret, finished it, and made the tesulll 
it his own. This, surely, whatever Novalis might think, ^ 
quality of which it is far safer to have too much than too lilQ 
and if, in a friendlier spirit, we admit that it does sUikii^ 
belong to Goethe, these his present occupations will not se^ 
out of harmony with the rest of his life ; but rather it may] 
regarded as a singular constancy of fortune, which now aHq 
him, after completing so many single enterprises, to adjust^ 
liberalely the details and combination of the whole ; and tlH 
in perfecting his individual works, to put the last hand to ( 
highest of all his works, his own literary character, and leS 
the impress of it to posterity in that form and accompanimi 
which he himself reckons fittest. For the last two years,! 
many of our readers may know, the venerable Poet has b<| 
employed in a patient and thorough revisal of all his Writiirt 
an edition of which, designated as the 'complete and final' « 
was commenced in 1 827, under external encouragements of) 
most flattering sort, and with arrangements for private co^ 
ration, which, as we learn, have secured the constant progri 
of the work ' against every accident.' The first Lieferung} 
five volumes, is now in our hands ; a second of hke extent, i 
understand to be already on its way hither; and thus by] 
gular ' Deliveries,' from half-year to half-year, the whole Foj 
Volumes are to be completed in 1S31. • 

> FORKICN Review, No. a.—Goelhes SammllUhe Wtrii. VolbiSni 
Amigait Itltter Hand. (Goethe's Collective Works. Complete EdiS 

with hiafinnlConecHons.)— First Potlion, voL' - -' °— 

Sfurignrd and lUblngen, 1817. 
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To the lover of German literature, or of literature in gene- 
L, this undertaking will not be indifferent : considering, as he 
ost do, the works of Goethe to be among the most important 
(uch Germany for some centuries has sent forth, he will value 
Leir correctness and completeness for its own sake ; and not 
le less, as forming the conclusion of a long process to which 
le last step was still wanting ; whereby he may not only enjoy 
le result, but instruct himself by following so great a master 
brough the changes which led to it. We can now add, that, 
) the mere book-collector also, the business promises to be 
atisfectory. This Edition, avoiding any attempt at splendour 
r unnecessary decoration, ranks, nevertheless, in regard to 
ccuracy, convenience, and true simple elegance, among the 
est specimens of German typography. The cost too seems 
Mxlerate ; so that, on every account, we doubt not but these 
istefiil volumes will spread far and wide in their own country, 
Dd by and by, we may hope, be met with here in many a 
•ritish library. 

Hitherto, in this First Portion, we have found little or no 
iteration of what was already known ; but, in return, some 
vmges of arrangement ; and, what is more important, some 
Iditions of heretofore unpublished poems ; in particular, a 
ece entitled * Helena^ a classico -romantic Phantasmagoria^ 
liich occupies some eighty pages of Volume Fourth. It is to 
is piece that we now propose directing the attention of our 
aders. Such of these as have studied Helena for themselves, 
ist have felt how little calculated it is, either intrinsically or 

its extrinsic relations and allusions, to be rendered very in- 
esting or even very intelligible to the English public, and 
ly incline to augur ill of our enterprise. Indeed, to our own 
» it already looks dubious enough. But the dainty little 
hantasmagoria,' it would appear, has become a subject of 
igent and truly wonderful speculation to our German neigh- 
urs : of which also some vague rumours seem now to have 
iched this country ; and these likely enough to awaken on 

hands a curiosity, * which, whether intelligent or idle, it were 
dnd of good deed to allay. In a Journal of this sort, what 
Je light on such a matter is at our disposal may naturally be 
>ked for. 

■ See, for instance, the Athenttum, No. 7, where an article stands headed 
li tbew words : Faust. Helen of Troy, and Lord Byron. 
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Helena, like many of Goethe's works, by no mean 
:s significance written on its forehead, so that he who r 
read ; but, on the contrary, it is enveloped in a certain : 
under coy disguises, which, to hasty readers, may be 
offensively obscure, but altogether provoking and impel 
Neither is this any new thing with Goethe. Often has 
duced compositions, both in prose and verse, which bri 
and commentator into straits, or even to a total nonplu 
we have wholly parabolic ; some half- literal, half-pa 
these latter are occasionally studied, by dull heads, in tl 
sense alone ; and not oaly studied, but condemned 
truth, the outward meaning seems unsatisfactory enou; 
it not that ever and anon we are reminded of a cunnin 
fold meaning which lies hidden under it ; and incited 1 
cious beckonings to evolve this, more and more coi: 
from its quaint concealment. 

Did we believe that Goethe adopted this mode ol 
as a vulgar lure, to confer on his poems the intere; 
might belong to so many charades, we should hold i 
poor proceeding. Of this most readers of Goethe w 
that he is incapable. Such juggleries, and uncertain 
for distinction, are a class of accomplishments towhid 
never made any pretension. The truth is, this styk 
many cases, its own appropriateness. Certainly, in all 
of Business and Science, in all expositions of fact or a: 
clearness and ready comprehensibility are a great, < 
indispensable object. Nor is there any man better 
this principle than Goethe, or who more rigorously at 
it, or more happily exemplifies it, wherever it seems ap 
But in this, as in many other respects, Science and 
having separate purposes, may have each its several 
an artist has conceived his subject in the secret shri] 

1 mind, and knows, with a knowledge beyond all ' 
I cavil, that it is true and pure, he may choose his own 
of exhibiting it, and will generally be the fittest to c 
well. One degree of light, he may find, will beseem 
lineation ; quite a different degree of light another. ' 
of Agamemnon was not painted but hidden in the old 
the Veiled Figure at Sais was the mast expressive in the 
In fact, the grand point is to have a meaning, a genu] 
and noble one ; the proper form for embodying this. 
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best suited to the subject and to the author, will gather round 
it almost of its own accord. We profess ourselves unfriendly 
to no mode of communicating Truth ; which we rejoice to meet 
with in all shapes, from that of the child's Catechism to the 
deepest poetical Allegory. Nay the Allegory itself may some- 
times be the truest part of the matter. John Bunyan, we hope, 
is nowise our best theologian ; neither, unhappily, is theology 
our most attractive science ; yet which of our compends and 
I treatises, nay which of our romances and poems, lives in such 
; mild sunshine as the good old Pilgrim's Progress in the memory * 
j ofso many men? 

Under Goethe's management, this style of composition has 

cjften a singular charm. The reader is kept on the alert, ever 

conscious of his own active cooperation ; light breaks on him, 

and clearer and clearer vision, by degrees ; till at last the whole 

lovely Shape comes forth, definite, it may be, and bright with 

l^venly radiance, or fading, on this side and that, into vague 

expressive mystery ; but true in both cases, and beautiful with 

nameless enchantments, as the poet's own eye may have beheld 

It We love it the more for the labour it has given us : we 

^ost feel as if we ourselves had assisted in its creation. And 

kerein lies the highest merit of a piece, and the proper art of 

treading it. We have not r^g^an author till we haye^seen his 

object, whateveFir fn^y ^^, ^^ ^^ g^^ '^^ Is it a matter of 

'easomng, and has he reasoned stupidly and falsely? We 

^hould understand the circumstances which, to his mind, made 

U seem true, or persuaded him to write it, knowing that it was 

*iot so. In any other way we do him injustice if we judge him. 

Is it of poetry ? His words are so many symbols, to which we 

Ourselves must furnish the interpretation ; or they remain, as 

^ti all prosaic minds the words of poetry ever do, a dead letter : 

Uidications they are, barren in themselves, but, by following 

Which, -we also may reach, or approach, that HiU of Vision 1 

Where the poet stood, beholding the glorious scene which it is j 

the purport of his poem to show others. 

A reposing state, in which the Hill were brought under us, { 
Hot we obliged to mount it, might indeed for the present be ; 
more convenient ; but, in the end, it could not be equally satis- 
fying. Continuance of passive pleasure, it should never be for- 
gotten, is here^ as under all conditions of mortal existence, an 
in^ssibility. Everywhere in life, the true c^es^Jvoiv \s, x^^vA. 

VOL. I. -^ 
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what we gain, but what we da : so also in intellectual mating 
I in conversation, in reading, which is more precise and carc& 
conversation, it is not what we receive, but what we are mai 
native, that chiefly contents and profits us. True, the mai 
of renders will object ; because, Uke the mass of men, they a 
too indolent. ' But if any one affect, not the active i nd watc 
ful, but the passive and somnolent line of study, are there n 
writers expressly fashioned for him, enough and to spare? 
is but the smaller number of books that become more instni 
tive by a second perusal : the great majority are as perfect 
plain as perfect triteness can make them. Yet, if time is pi 
llcious, no book that will not improve by repeated readings d 
werves to be read at all. And were there an artist of a ri^ 
jipirit ; a man of wisdom, conscious of his high vocation,! 
whom we could know beforehand that he had not written witl 
out purpose and earnest meditation, that he knew what he it 
written, and had embodied in it, more or less, the creations! 
a deep and noble soul, — should we not draw near to himi 
verently, as disciples to a master ; and what task could the 
I be more profitable than to read him as we have described, 1 
study him even to his minutest meanings ? For, were nol tfc 
to think as he had thought, to see with his gifted eyes, tomal 
the very mood and feeling of his great and rich mind the moi 
also of our poor and little one ? It is under the consdousnt 
of some such mutual relation that Goethe writes, and that I 
countrymen now reckon themselves bound to read him : a I 
lation singular, we might say solitary, in the present lime ; b 
which it is ever necessary to bear in mind in estimating i 
literary procedure. 

To justify it in this particular, much more might be tai 
were that our chief business at present. But what mainly efl 
cerns us here, is to know that such, justified or not. is the poa 
manner of writing ; which also must prescribe for us a coO 
spondent manner of studying liim. if we study him at all. F 
the rest, on this latter point he nowhere expresses any und 
anxiety. His works have invariably been sent forth withc 
preface, without note or comment of any kind ; but left, son 
times plain and direct, sometimes dim and typical, in what I 
gree of clearness or obscurity he himself may have judged be 
to be scanned, and glossed, and censured, and distorted,' 
aiigbt please the innumeiabVe mviKiwdft of critics ; to wh( 
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verdicts he lias been, for a great part of his life, accused of 
Ittteoing with unwarrantable composure. Helena is no excep- 
tioii to that practice, but rather among the strong instances of 
it This Interlude to Faust presents itself abruptly, under a 
character not a little enigmatic ; so that, at first view, we know 
not well what to make of it ; and only after repeated perusals, 
will the scattered glimmerings of significance begin to coalesce 
into continuous light, and the whole, in any measure, rise be- 
fore OS with that greater or less degree of coherence which it 
may have had in the mind of the poet. Nay, after all, no per- 
fect clearness may be attained, but only various approxima- 
tions to it ; hints and half-glances of a meaning, which is still 
throuded in vagueness ; nay, to the just picturing of which 
this very vagueness was essential. Por the whole piece has a 
dreamlike character ; and in these cases, no prudent sooth- 
•ayer will be altogether confident. To our readers we must 
Jtow endeavour, so far as possible, to show both the dream and 
^ interpretation : the former as it stands written before us ; 
the latter from our own private conjecture alone ; for of those 
strange German comments we yet know nothing except by the 
^test hearsay. 

Helena forms part of a continuation to Faust j but, happily 
fcr our present undertaking, its connexion with the latter work 
*5 much looser than might have been expected. We say hap- 
pily ; because Faust, though considerably talked of in Eng- 
«^nd, appears still to be nowise known. We have made it our 
^uty to inspect the English Translation of Faust, as well as 
Uie Extracts which accompany Retzsch's Outlines; and vari- 
<His disquisitions and animadversions, vituperative or laudatory, 
grounded on these two works ; but unfortunately have found 
Uiere . no cause to alter the above persuasion. Faust is em- 
phatically a work of Art ; a work matured in the mysterious 
^pths of a vast and wonderful mind ; and bodied forth with 
Uiat truth and curious felicity of composition, in which this 
Jiian is generally admitted to have no living rival. To recon- 
struct such a work in another language ; to show it in its hard 
Vet graceful strength ; with those slight witching traits of pathos 
^ of sarcasm, those glimpses of solemnity or terror, and so 
^*iany reflexes and evanescent echoes of meaning, which con- 
'^ect it in strange union with the whole lutwail^ ol xViOvy^^ — 
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H toav of di&Jeul powns thaa has n* ^ 

llcnpted Gemun tnndatwa anooe b. Ik Ekc. i^Mirfisl^ 

IticreulnM once but naiijr timo, if ape woold ■■dortaad iCj 

I evtsy iiM, every wotd has its poqion; aad only in sdcIi miiMl 

I iMpcction will the essentia] affoAaatx of tbe poon <fiqila^ 

■ikrit Pcriupi it is even ebitSj by foOowing tbese fataM 

^^■to »x! tokeiu that ihe true point of visioa for ibe wbolt i 

^^MDvcred to us ; that we get to stand at last in the pnipd 

^^■M of Faust ; a wild and wondroos regioo, where in jnlc 

light the primeval Shapes of Chaos. — as it were, the Founda- 

tion» of Being itself, — seem to loom forth, dim and huge, is 

the vague Immcnsitjr around us : and the life and nature of 

man, with i« brief interests, its misery and sin, its aad p»- 

■ion and poor frivolity, struts and frets its hour, enccHnpasscd 

and overlooked by that stupendous All, of which it forms m 

indtifoluble though so mean a fraction. He who would study 

■II this must for a long time, we are afraid, be content to study 

it In Ihe original. 

But our English criticisms of Faust have Ijcen of a still 
more uncdifying sort. Let any man fancy the CEdipus Tyn» 
nut discovered for the first time ; translated from an unknoin 
Greek manuscript, by some ready-writing manufacturer ; and 
'brought out' at Drury Lane, with new music, made as 'apo- 
' Ihccaries make new mixtures, by pouring out of one vessrf 
' Into nnolher'l Then read the theatrical report in the Morning 
Paperi, and the Magazines of next month. Was not the wh(Je 
nffttir rnthcr 'henvy'? How indifferent did the audience sit; 
how little use was mnde of the handkerchief, except by such 
Bi took anuflf! Did not (Edlpus somewhat remind us of > 
blubbering schoolboy, and Jocasta of a decayed milliner ? Coo- 
fe«» that the plot was monstrous ; nay, considering the nUf 
rlago-luw of England, utterly immoral. On the whole, what* 
lingular deficiency of taste must this Sophocles have laboured 
under I But probably he was excluded from the ' society of 
the Influential classes ;' for, after all, the man is not without 
indications of genius : had we had the training of him — And 
10 on, through all Ihe variations of the critical compipe. 

Su might it have fared with the ancient Grecian ; for so 
has it fared with the only modem that writes in a Grecian q* 
rit. This trcfitment of Faust may deserve to be inention«t 
At w/oui reasons ; not to be laioeated over, because u "I 
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mch more important instances, it is inevitable, and lies in 
be nature of the case. Besides, a better state of things is 
ndently enough coming round. By and by, the labours, 
oetical and intellectual, of the Germans, as of other nations, 
ill appear before us in their true shape ; and Faust, among 
ic rest, will have justice done it. For ourselves, it were im- 
ise presumption, at any time, to pretend opening the full 
Ktical significance of Faust j nor is this the place for making 
idi an attempt. Present purposes will be answered if we can 
)int out some general features and bearings of the piece ; 
tch as to exhibit its relations with Helena j by what contriv- 
ices this latter has been intercalated into it, and how far the 
range picture and the strange framing it is enclosed in corre- 
K>nd. 

The sitory of Faust forms one of the most remarkable pro- 
ictions of the Middle Ages ; or rather, it is the most striking 
nbodiment of a highly remarkable belief, which originated or 
evailed in those ages. Considered strictly, it may take the 
ok of a Christian mythus, in the same sense as the story of 
ometheus, of Titan, and the like, are Pagan ones ; and to 
r keener inspection, it will disclose a no less impressive or 
aracteristic aspect of the same human nature, — here bright, 
^1, self-confident, smiling even in its sternness ; there deep, 
Klitative, awe-struck, austere, — in which both they and it 
>k their rise. To us, in these days, it is not easy to esti- 
ite how this story of Faust, invested with its magic and in- 
nal horrors, must have harrowed up the souls of a rude and 
nest people, in an age when its dialect was not yet obsolete, 
i such contracts with the principle of Evil were thought not 
ly credible in general, but possible to every individual audi- 
• who here shuddered at the mention of them. The day of 
igic is gone by ; Witchcraft has been put a stop to by act 
parliament. But the mysterious relations which it emblemed 
i continue ; the Soul of Man still fights with the dark in- 
ences of Ignorance, Misery and Sin ; still lacerates itself, 
e a captive bird, against the iron limits which Necessity has 
awn round it ; still follows False Shows, seeking peace and 
od on paths where no peace or good is to be found. In this 
ise, Faust may still be considered as true ; nay as a truth of 
t most impressive sort, and one which will always remain 
le. 
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To body forth in modern symbols a feeling so old and dtep> 
rooted in our whole European way of thought, were a task m 
unworthy of the highest poetical genius. In Germany, accord- 
ingly, it has several times been attempted, and with very y- 
DU9 success. Klinger has produced a Romance of Fausl, full 
of rugged sense, and here and there not without considerable 
strength of delineation ; yet, on the whole, of an essentially 
unpoetical character ; dead, or living with only a mechanical 
life ; coarse, almost gross, and to our minds far too redolent 
of pitch and bitumen. Maler Miiller's/a/«/, which is a Drama, 
must be regarded as a much more genial perfor 
as it goes ; the secondary characters, the Jews and rakish Stu* 
dents, often remind us of our own Fords and Marlowes. HtS 
main persons, however, Faust and the Devil, are but inadC^l 
quately conceived ; Faust is httle more than self-willed, supe*"-^ 
cilious, and, alas, insolvent ; the Devils, above all, are savagti^ 
long-winded and insufferably noisy. Besides, the piece haJW 
been left in a fragmentary state ; it can nowise pass as li»^ 
best work of MuUer's.* Klingemann's Fausl, which also ftS 
(or lately ivas) a Drama, we have never seen ; and have o ~ 
heard of it as of a tawdry and hollow article, suited for im 
diate use, and immediate oblivion. 

Goethe, we believe, was the first who tried this subject:; 

S Friedrich MQller (more commonly called Malcr, or Painter Mttllar) '. 
here, so far Hs we know, named for the first time to Engiish lEadeis. Not"" 
Iheless, In any solid study ofCiennati literature this aulbor miutli 
ence of many liundreds whose reputation has travelled faster. 
has twen unfortonBle in his own connlry, as well as here. At an early >(, 
meeting with no success as a poet, he quilted that art for painting ; and n 
tired, perlia^ in disgust, into Italy ; where also but little prefetmeal seen 
to have awaited him. His writinRS, after almost half a cenlury of neglei 
were at length tjrougtit into sight and general estimation by Ludwig T' "" 

at a time when tbe author might indeisl say. that he .-.= ---• 

enjoy it, solitaiy and could not impart It, but not, 
' Imown and did not want it,' for his fine genius had yet'm 
freeway amid so man^ obstructions, and siill continued ur~ 
recognised. His paintings, chledy oFslill-hfe and animals, are si 
a true though no veiy eitraordinaiy merit : but of his poetry w 

to assert that it bespeaks a genuine feeling and talent, nay rises _ ^ 

into the higher reeioiia of Art. Hia Adatn's AvHiitning. his Salyr Motsm- 
hia Nmskernia ]Nutshelling). informed as they are with simple klndJ 
strength, with clear vision, and love of nature, are incomparably the ' 
German, or, indeed, modem Idyls; his Gaimmia will stand reading 
with that of Tieck. These things are now acknowledged among the 
mans; but to Muller the acknowledgment is of noavniL He died some 
years ago al Rome, where be leems to have subsisted latterly as a loit i 
picture-ciceiODe. 
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and is, on all hands, considered as by far the most successful. 
His manner of treating it appears to us, so far as we can un- 
derstand it, pccuiiarly Just and happy. He retains the super- 
natural vesture of the story, but retains it with the conscious- 
ness, on his and our part, that it is a chimera. His a^t■^nagic 
comes forth in doubtful twilight ; vague in its outline ; inter- 
v'oven everywhere with light sarcasm ; nowise as a real Object, 
bul as a real Shadow of an Object, which is also real, yet lies 
beyond our horiron, and except in its shadows, cannot itsell 
be seen. Nothing were simpler than to look in this new poem 
for a new ' Satan's Invisible World displayed,' or any effort to 
excite the sceptical minds of these days by goblins, wizards and 
other infernal ware. Such enterprises belong to artists of a 
different species ; Goethe's Devil is a cultivated personage, and 
acquainted with the modem sciences; sneers at witchcraft aad 
the black-art, even while employing them, as heartily as any 
member of the French Institute ; for he is a philosopke, and 
doubts most things, nay half disbelieves even his own exist- 
ence, It is not without a cunning effort that all this is man- 
aged ; but managed, in a considerable degree, it is ; for a 
"world of magic is opened to us which, we might almost say, 
■we feel at once to be true and not true. 

-tn fact, Mephistopheles comes before us, not arrayed in 
the terrors of Cocytus and Phlegethon, but in the natural in- 
•lelible deformity ofWickedness; he is the Devil, not of Super- 
stition, but of Knowledge. Here is no cloven foot, or horns and 
tail: he himself informs us that, during the late march of intel- 
lect, the very Devil has participated in the spirit of the age, and 
laid these appendages aside. Doubtless, Mephistopheles ' has 
the manners of a gentleman ;' he ■ knows the world ;' nothing I 
^a.n ejiceed the easy tact with which he manages himself; his 
■vrit and sarcasm are unlimited ; the cool heartfelt contempt 
>»ith which he despises all things, human and divine, might 
make the fortune of half a dozen ' fellows about town,' Yet 
withal he is a devil in very deed; a genuine Son of Night. He ; 
calls himself the Denier, and this truly is his name ; for, as ' 
"Voltaire did with historical doubts, so does he with all moral 
appearances; settles them with a iV^wcroKfsmn. The shrewd, 
ali-infonned intellect he has, is an attorney intellect ; it can 
Wmtradict, but it cannot affirm. With lynx vision, he descries 
k Mb ^ance the ridiculous, the unsuitable, the bad ; but for the | 
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solemn, the noble, the worthy, he is blind as his ancient Mo* 
ther. Thus does he go along, qualifying, confuting, despising; 
on all hands detecting the false, but without force to bring 
forth, or even to discern, any glimpse of the true. Poor Devil 1 
what truth should there be for him ? To see Falsehood is his 
only Truth: falsehood and evil are the rule, truth and. good the 
exception which confirms it. He can believe in nothing, but 
in his own self-conceit, and in the indestructible baseness, folly 
and hypocrisy of men. For him, virtue is some bubble of the 
blood : ' it stands written on his face that he never loved a 
living soul.* Nay, he cannot even hate : at Faust 'himself he 
has no grudge ; he merely tempts him by way of experiment, 
and to pass the time scientifically. Such a combination of 
perfect Understanding with perfect Selfishness, of logical Life 
with moral Death ; so universal a denier, both in heart and head, 
— ^is undoubtedly a child of Darkness, an emissary of the prime- 
val Nothing : and coming forward, as he does, like a person 
of breeding, and without any flavour of brimstone, may stand 
here, in his merely spiritual deformity, at once potent, danger* 
ous and contemptible, as the best and only genuine Devil of 
these latter times. 

In strong contrast with this impersonation of modem 
worldly-mindedness stands Faust himself, by nature the an- 
tagonist of it, but destined also to be its victim/ If Mephis- 
topheles represent the spirit of Denial, Faust may represent 
that of Inquiry and Endeavour : the two are, by necessity, in 
conflict ; the light and the darkness of man's life and mind. 
Intrinsically, Faust is a noble being, though no wise one. His 
desires are towards the high and true ; nay with a whirlwind 
impetuosity he rushes forth over the Universe to grasp all ex- 
cellence ; his heart yearns towards the infinite and the invisible: 
only that he knows not the conditions under which alone this 
is to be attained. Confiding in his feeling of himself, he has 
started with the tacit persuasion, so natural to all men, that he 
at least, however it may fare with others, shall and must be 
happy ; a deep-seated, though only half-conscious conviction 
lurks in him, that wherever he is not successful, fortune has 
dealt with him unjustly. His purposes are fair, nay generous : 
why should he not prosper in them ? For in all his lofty aspir- 
ings, his strivings after truth and more than human greatness 
of mind, it has never struck him to inquire how he, the strivcr, 
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tas warranted for such enterprises : with what faculty Nature 
bd equipped him ; within what limits she had hemmed him 
in ; by what right he pretended to be happy, or could, some 
short space ago, have pretended to be at sdl. Experience, in- 
deed, will teach him, for 'Experience is the best of school- 
masters ; only the school-fees are heavy.' As yet too, disap- 
pointment, which fronts him on every hand, rather maddens 
than instructs. Faust has spent his youth and manhood, not 
«s others do, in the sunny crowded paths of profit, or among 
the rosy bowers of pleasure, but darkly and alone in the search 
<tf Tmth ; is it fit that Truth should now hide herself, and his 
sleepless pilgrimage towards Knowledge and Vision end in the 
Pale shadow of Doubt ? To his dream of a glorious higher 
^ppiness, all earthly happiness has been sacrificed ; friend- 
ship, love, the social rewards of ambition were cheerfully cast 
*side, for his eye and his heart were bent on a region of clear 
^d supreme good ; and now, in its stead, he finds isolation, 
^ence and despair. What solace remains ? Virtue once pro- 
ttiised to be her own reward ; but because she does not pay 
l^im in the current coin of worldly enjoyment, he reckons her 
-00 a delusion ; and, like Brutus, reproaches as a shadow, what 
fcie once worshipped as a substance. Whither shall he now 
^end ? For his loadstars have gone out one by one ; and as 
the darkness fell, the strong steady wind has changed into a 
Berce and aimless tornado. Faust calls himself a monster, 
■without object, yet without rest.' The vehement, keen and 
Stormful nature of the man is stung into fury, as he thinks of 
all he has endured and lost ; he broods in gloomy meditation, 
and, like Bellerophon, wanders apart, * eating his own heart ;* 
or, bursting into fiery paroxysms, curses man's whole existence 
as a mockery ; curses hope and faith, and joy and care, ana 
what is worst, * curses patience more than all the rest.' Had 
his weak arm the power, he could smite the Universe asunder, 
as at the crack of Doom, and hurl his own vexed being along 
with it into the silence of Annihilation. 

Thus Faust is a man who has quitted the ways of vulgar 
men, without light to guide him on a better way. No longer 
restricted by the sympathies, the common interests and com- 
mon persuasions by which the mass of mortals, each individu- 
ally ignorant, nay, it may be, stolid and altogether blind as to 
proper aim of life, are yet held togelYvei, aTiA.,Vik& ^\.Q<DkS^\&k 
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the channel of a torrent, by their very multitude and mniul 
collision, are made to move with some regularity, — he ii 
but a slave ; the slave of impulses, which are stronger, not 
truer or better, and (he more unsafe that they are sol; 
He sees the vulgar of mankind happy ; but happy only in that 
baseness. Himself he feels to be peculiar; the victim ofi 
strange, an unexampled destiny ; not as other men, he is ' wA 
them, not fl/them,' There is misciy here, nay. as Goethe has 
elsewhere wisely remarked, the beginning of madness itself. It 
is only in the sentiment of companionship that men feel »fc 
and assured: to all doubts and mysterious 'questioning ii( 
destiny,' their sole satisfying answer is, Otters do and supt 
fht like. Were it not for this, the dullest day-drudge of Mwn- 
mon might think himself into unspeakable abysses of despair; 
for he too is ' fearfully and wonderfully made ;' Infinitude atti 
Incomprehensibility surround him on this hand and that ; ixA 
the vague spectre Death, silent and sure as Time, is advancl^ 
at all moments to sweep him away for ever. But he answen, 
Others do and suffer the like; and plods along without mi* 
givings. Were there but One Man in the world, he would be 
a terror to himself ; and the highest man not less so than the 
lowest. Now it is as this One Man that Faust regards biifr 
self: he is divided from his fellows; cannot answer with Ihem, 
Others do the like; and yet, why or how he specially is to i> 
or suffer, will nowhere reveal itself. For he is still ' in the pU 
of bitterness ;' Pride, and an entire uncompromising thouga 
secret love of Self, are still the mainsprings of his conduct 
Knowledge with him is precious only because it is power; 
even virtue he would love chiefly as a finer sort of senaualill'. 
and because it was his virtue. A ravenous hunger for enjoy- 
ment haunts him everywhere; the stinted allotments of eartUr 
life are as a mockery to him : to the iron law of Force he will 
not yield, for his heart, though torn, is yet unweakened, and 
till Humility shall open his eyes, the soft law of Wisdom w 
be hidden from him. 

To invest a man of this character with supernatural powers 
is but enabling him to repeat his error on a larger scale, '" 
play the same false game with a deeper and more ruinous 
stake. Go where he may, he will 'find himself again in * 
conditional world ;' widen his sphere as he pleases, he will find 
it again encircled by the empire ot 'SecessiVj •, fet ^■^ tsUnd 
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^Hw Existence is again but a. fraction of tbe ancient realm of 

^^"Night. Were he all-wise and all-powerful, perhaps he might 

be contented and virtuous ; scarcely otherwise. The poorest 

human soul is infinite in wishes, and the infinite Universe was 

not made for one, but for all. Vain were it for Faust, by heap- 

1 ing height on height, to struggle towards infinitude ; while to 

\ that law of Self-denial, by which alone man's narrow destiny 

) may become an infinitude within itself, he is still a stranger. 

I Such, however, is his attempt ; not indeed incited by hope, 

> but goaded on by despair, he unites himself with the Fiend, 

I as with a stronger though a wicked agency ; reckless of all 

I issues, if so were that, by these means, the craving of his heart 

' might be stayed, and the dark secret of Destiny unravelled or 

forgotten. 

It is this conflicting union of the higher nature of the soul 
with the lower elements of human life ; of Faust, the son of 
Light and Free-will, with the influences of Doubt, Denial and 
Obstruction, or Mephistopheles, who is the symbol and spokes- 
man of these, that the poet has here proposed to delineate. 
A high problem ; and of which the solution is yet far from 
completed ; nay perhaps, in a poetical sense, is not, strictly 
Speaking, capable of completion. For it is to be remarked 
that, in this contract with the Prince of Darkness, little or no 
mention or allusion is made to a Future Life : whereby it might 
seem as if the action was not intended, in the manner of the 
old Legend, to terminate in Faust's perdition ; but rather as if 
an altogether different end must be provided for him. Faust, 
indeed, wild and wilful as he is, cannot be regarded as a wicked, 
much less as an utterly reprobate man : we do not reckon him 
ill-intentioned, but misguided and miserable ; he falls into crime, 
not by purpose, but by accident and blindness. To send him 
to the Pit of Woe, to render such a character the eternal slave 
of Mephistopheles, would look like making darkness triumph- 
ant over light, blind force over erring reason ; or at best, were 
cutting the Gordian knot, not loosing it. If we mistake rot, 
Goethe's Faust will have a finer moral than the old nursery- 
tale, or the other plays and tales that have been founded on it. 
Our seared and blighted yet still noble Faust will not end in 
the madness of horror, but in Peace grounded on better Know- 
ledge. Whence that Knowledge is to come, what higher and 
freer world of Art or Religion may be hovering in the mind of 
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the Poet, we will not try to surmise ; perhaps in bright aSrit 
emblematic glimpses, he may yet show it us, transient and a:^ 
otl^ yet clear with orient beauty, as a Land of Wonders an 
,iew Poetic Heaven. 

With regard to that part of the Work already finished, W 
must here say Uttle more. Faust, as it yet stands, is, indeed 
only a. stating of the difficulty ; but a stating of it wisely, tru^ 
and with deepest poetic emphasis. For how many living heart) 
even now imprisoned in the perplexities of Doubt, do thes( 
wild piercing tones of Faust, his withering agonies and fieij 
desperation, ' speak the word they have long been waiting to 
hear'! A nameless pain had long brooded over the soul; 'h.at, 
by some light touch, it starts into form and voice ; we see it 
and know it, and see that another also knew it. This Faud 
is as a mystic Oracle for the mind ; a Dodona grove, where the 
oaks and fountains prophesy to us of our destiny, and muraiur 
unearthly secrets. 

How all this is managed, and the Poem so curiously fa- 
shioned ; how the clearest insight is combined with the keenesE 
feeling, and the boldest and wildest imagination ; by what soft 
and skilful finishing these so heterogeneous elements are blen^ 
in fine harmony, and the dark world of spirits, with its meidjl 
metaphysical entities, plays like a chequering of strange my* 
lerious shadows among the palpable objects of material Ufc{ 
and the whole, firm in its details and sharp and solid as realist 
yet hangs before us melting on all sides into air, and free u» 
light as the baseless fabric of a vision ; all this the reader ua 
learn fully nowhere but, by long study, in the Work itselE 
The general scope and spirit of it we have now endeavouW 
to sketch : the few incidents on which, with the aid of muc 
dialogue and exposition, these have been brought out, are pel 
haps already known to most readers, and, at all events, nee 
not be minutely recapitulated here. Mephistopheles has pn 
mised to himself that he will lead Faust ' through the bustlin 
inanity of life,' but that its pleasures shall tempt and not satiS 
him ; 'food shall hover before his eager lips, but be shall b« 
for nourishment in vain.' Hitlierto they have travelled but 
short way together; yet so far, the Denier has kept his engag 
ment well. Faust, endowed with all earthly and many mo 
than earthly advantages, is still no nearer conteaimcnt ; na 
after a brief season of marred and uncertain joy, he fittds hit 
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self sunk into deeper wretchedness than ever. Margaret, an 
innocent girl whom he loves, but has betrayed, is doomed to 
die, and already crazed in brain, less for her own errors than 
for his : in a scene of true pathos, he would fain persuade her 
to escape with him, by the aid of Mephistopheles, from prison ; 
but in the instinct of her heart she finds an invincible aversion 
to the Fiend : she chooses death and ignominy rather than life 
and love, if of his giving. At her final refusal, Mephistopheles 
proclaims that ** she is judged," a * voice from Above* that ** she 
is saved ;" the action terminates ; Faust and Mephistopheles 
vanish from our sight, as into boundless Space. 

And now, after so long a preface, we arrive at Helena^ the 
• Classico-romantic Phantasmagoria,* where these Adventurers, 
strangely altered by travel, and in altogether different costume, 
have again risen into sight. Our long preface was not need- 
less ; for Faust and Helena^ though separated by some wide 
and marvellous interval, are nowise disconnected. The cha- 
racters may have changed by absence ; Faust is no longer the 
same bitter and tempestuous man, but appears in chivalrous 
composure, with a silent energy, a grave and, as it were, com- 
manding ardour. Mephistopheles alone may retain somewhat 
of his old spiteful shrewdness : but still the past state of these 
personages must illustrate the present ; and only by what we 
remember of them, can we try to interpret what we see. In 
fact, the style of Helena is altogether new ; quiet, simple, joy- 
ful ; passing by a short gradation from Classic dignity into 
Romantic pomp ; it has everywhere a full and sunny tone of 
colouring; resembles not a tragedy, but a gay gorgeous masque. 
Neither is Faust's former history alluded to, or any explana- 
tion given us of occurrences that may have intervened. It is 
a light scene, divided by chasms and unknown distance from 
that other country of gloom. Nevertheless, the latter still 
fiowns in the background ; nay rises aloft, shutting out farther 
view, and our gay vision attains a new significance as it is 
painted on that canvas of storm. 

We question whether it ever occurred to any English reader 
of Faust, that the work needed a continuation, or even ad- 
mitted one. To the Germans, however, in their deeper study 
of a favourite poem, which also they have full means of study- 
ing, this has long been no secret ; and such as hav^ ^«e.iDLHi>J^ 
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what seal moat German readers cherish Faust, and how th< 
younger of them will recite whole scenes of it with a veheidi 
ence resembling that of Gil Bias and his Figures HiieriiMstt 
in the streets of Oviedo, may estimate the interest excited U 
that country by the following Notice from the Author, pan 
lisbed last year in his Kunst und Alterlhum. \ 

' Helena. Inter JmU in Famt. 

' FauEt's character, in the elevation to which latter refinement, woA- 
ing on the old rude Tradition, has raised it, represents a inan who, k^ 
ing impatient and imprisoned within the limits of mere earthly existcMt^ I 
tegards the possession of the highest knowledge, the enjoyment oftlit| 
fairest blessings, as insufScient even in the sligiitest d^ee to'satilfyHil 
longing: a spirit, accordingly, which struggling out on all sides, eTCTtf- 
turns the more unhappy. I 

' This form of mind is so accoidant with our modem disposition, tli>t 
vuious persons of ability have been iuduced to undertake the treatmenl 
of such a subject- My manner of attempting it obtained approval ; dii- 
tinguished men considered the matter, and commented on my psdiiiA' 
ance; all which I tbanhfully observed. At the same time I CMild V4 
bat wonder that none of those who undertook a continuation and nA-- 
pletion of my Fragment had lighted on the thought, which seemtd *■ 
obvious, that the composition of a Second Fart must necessarily elen'^ 
itself allt^ether away from the hampered sphere of the First, and MO- 
duct a man of such a nature into higher regions, under worthier dwW" ; 

' How I, for my part, had determined to essay this, lay sjlenllj Wl 
fore my own mind, from time to time exciting me to some pn^is^jl 
while from all and each I carefally guarded my secret, still in hope oq 
bringing the work lo the wished-for issue. Now, however, I most W 
longer keep back; or, in publishing my collective Endeavours, conM"! 
any farther secret from the world ; lo which, on the contrary, I fed mf 
self bound to submit my whole labours, even though iu a EragmratuT' 
atate. 

' Accordingly I have resolved that the above-named Piece, a smoUtt 
drama, complete within itself, hut pertaining to the Second Part o!Fm't( 
shall be forthwith presented in the First Portion of my Works. 1 

' The wide chtim between that well-known dolorous conclusion sl 
the First Part, and the entrance of an antique Grecian Heroine, is iHt 
yet overarched ; meanwhile, as a preamble, my readers will accept wl«j 
follows : I 

' The old Legend tells us, and the Puppet-play fails not to introdua 
the scene, that Faust, in his imperious pride of heart, required SkM 
Mephislopheles the love of the fair Helena of Greece; in which demaqj 
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iliifoiired to discharge it, will be seen in this Interlude. But what maj 
■ve ioniished the proximate occasion of such an occurrence, and how, 
i&er manifold hindrances, our old magical Craftsman can have found 
lieans to bring back the individual Helena, in person, out of Orcus into 
[ife^ must, in this stage of the business, remain undiscovered. For the 
nesent, it is enough if our reader will admit that the real Helena may 
itep forth, on antique tragedy-cothurnus, before her primitive abode in 
Sparta. We then request him to observe in what way and manner 
Faust will presume to court favour from this royal all-famous Beauty of 
tbe world.' 

To manage so unexampled a courtship will be admitted to 
be no easy task ; for the mad hero's prayer must here be ful- 
illcd to its largest extent, before the business can proceed a 
step ; and the gods, it is certain, are not in the habit of anni- 
lilating time and space, even to make *two lovers happy.* Our 
Vlarlowe was not ignorant of this mysterious liaisoti of Faust's : 
lowever, he slurs it over briefly, and without fronting the diffi- 
mlty : Helena merely flits across the scene as an airy pageant, 
vithout speech or personality, and makes the lovesick philo- 
sopher 'immortal by a kiss.* Probably there are not many 
hat would grudge Faust such immortality ; we at least nowise 
mvy him : for who does not see that this, in all human pro- 
lability, is no real Helena, but only some hollow phantasm 
ittired in her shape ; while the true Daughter of Leda still 
Jwells afar off in the inane kingdoms of Dis, and heeds not 
md hears not the most potent invocations of black art ? An- 
)ther matter it is to call forth the frail fair one in very deed ; 
lot in form only, but in soul and life, the same Helena whom 
he Son of Atreus wedded, and for whose sake Ilion ceased to 
)e. For Faust must behold this Wonder, not as she seemed, 
nit as she was ; and at his unearthly desire the Past shall be- 
:ome Present ; and the antique Time must be new-created, 
ind give back its persons and circumstances, though so long 
ince reingulfed in the silence of the blank bygone Eternity I 
iowever, Mephistopheles is a cunning genius ; and will not 
tart at common obstacles. Perhaps, indeed, he is Metaphy- 
ician enough to know that Time and Space are but quiddities, 
lOt entities ; forms of the human soul, Laws of Thought, which 
3 us appear independent existences, but, out of our brain, 
ave no existence whatever : in which case the whole nodus 
lay be more of a logical cobweb than any actual material per- 
lexity. Let us see how he unravels it, or cuts it* 
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The scene is Greece; not our poor oppressed Ottcmira 
Morea, but the old heroic Hellas ; for the sun again shines 
Sparta, and 'Tyndanis' high House* stands here bright, n 
sive and entire, among its mountains, as when Menelaus ic- 
visiied it, wearied with his ten years of warfare and dghl (rf 
sea-roving. Helena appears in front of the Palace, wicli a 
Chorus of captive Trojan maidens. These are but Shades 
we know, summoned from the deep realms of Hades, and a 
bodied for the nonce : but the Conjuror has so managed i^ 
that they themselves have no consciousness of this their ir 
and highly precarious state of existence; the intermediate thi 
thousand years have been obhteraied, or compressed into 
point; and these fair figures, on revisiting the upper air, enli 
Iain not the slightest suspicion that they had ever left it, m, I 
indeed, that anything special had happened ; save only thai 
they had just disembarked from the Spartan ships, and been 
sent forward by Menelaus to provide for his reception, whicfi 
is shortly to follow. All these indisftensable preliminaries, it 
would appear, Mephistopheles has arranged vrith eonaderaU* 
success. Of the poor Shades, and their entire ignorance, hf 
13 SO sure, that he would not scrupk to cross-question them on 
this very point, so ticklish for his whole enterprise ; nay, can- 
not forbear, now and then, throwing out malicious hints M 
mystify Helena herself, and raise the strangest doubts as loliei 
pei^onal identity. Thus on one xiccasion, as we shall see, be 
•■eminds her of a scandal which had gone abroad of her heipg 
a douile personage, of her living with King Proteus in Egypt 
at the very time when she lived with Beau Paris in Troy; and. 
what is more extraordinary still, of her having been dead, W^ 
iiiorried to Achilles afterwards in the Island of Leucel Heleol 
admits that it is the most inexplicable thing on earth ; can 01^1 
conjecture that ' she a Vision was joined to him a Vision ;' at ' 
then sinks into a reverie or swoon in the amis of the Chorus. 
In this way can the nether-world Scapin sport with the per- 
plexed Beauty ; and by sly practice make her show u 
secret, which is unknown to herself ! 

For the present, however, there is no thought of such scru- 
ples. Helena and her maidens, far from doubting that they 
are real authentic denizens of this world, feel themselves i: 
deep embarrassment about its concerns. From the dialogue, 
in long Alexandrines, or choral Recitative, we soon gather that 
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latters wear a threatening aspect. Helena salutes her pa- 
emal and nuptial mansion in such style as may beseem an 
ning wife, returned from so eventful an elopement ; alludes 
with charitable lenience to her frailty ; which, indeed, it would 
leem, was nothing but the merest accident, for she had simply 
pme to pay her vows, 'according to sacred wont,' in the temple 
tf Cytherea, when the * Phrygian robber' seized her ; and far- 
tber informs us that the Immortals still foreshow to her a du- 
Uous future : 

For seldom, in our swift ship, did my husband deign 
To look on me ; and word of comfort spake he none. 
As if a-brooding mischief, there he silent sat ; 
Until, when steered into Eurotas* bending bay. 
The first ships with their prows but kissed the land, 
He rose, and said, as by the voice of gods inspired : 
Here will I that my warriors, troop by troop, disbark; 
I muster them, in battle-order, on the ocean-strand. 
But thou, go forward, up Eurotas' sacred bank, 
Guiding the steeds along the flower-besprinkled space^ 
Till thou arrive on the fair plain where Lacedaemon, 
Srewhile a broad fiiiit-bearing field, has piled its roofs 
Amid the mountains, and sends up the smoke of hearths. 
Then enter thou the high-towered Palace ; call the Maids 
Z left at parting, and the wise old Stewardess : 
With her inspect the Treasures which thy father left, 
And I, in war or peace still adding, have heaped up. 
Thou findest all in order standing ; for it is 
The prince's privilege to see, at his return. 
Each household item as it was, and where it was ; 
For of himself the slave hath power to alter nought 

It appears, moreover, that Menelaus has given her direc- 
ions to prepare for a solemn Sacrifice : the ewers, the pat eras; 
4e altar, the axe, dry wood, are all to be in readiness ; only of 
Ae victim there was no mention ; a circumstance from which 
Helena fails not to draw some rather alarming surmises. How- 
Jver, reflecting that all issues rest with the higher Powers, and 
hat, in any case, irresolution and procrastination will avail her 
lothing, she at length determines on this grand enterprise of 
ntering the palace, to make a general review ; and enters ac- 
ordingly. But long before any such business could have been 
Aished, she hastily returns, with a frustrated, nay terrified as- 
ect; much to the astonishment of her Chorus, who pressingly 
iquire the cause. 

VOL, L V 
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Helena, who has left the door-leaves open, agiUUecL 

Beseems not that Jove*s daughter shrink with common fright^ 

Nor by the brief cold touch of Fear be chilled and stunned^ 

Yet the Horror, which ascending, in the womb of Night, 

From deeps of Chaos, rolls itself together many-shaped, 

Like glowing Clouds, from out the mountain's fire-throat, 

In threatening ghastliness, may shake even heroes' hearts. 

So have the Stygian here today appointed me 

A welcome to my native Mansion, such that fain 

From the oft-trod, long- wished -for threshold, like a guest 

That has took leave, I would withdraw my steps for aye. 

But no ! Retreated have I to the light, nor shall 

Ye farther force me, angry Powers, be who ye may. 

New expiations will I use; then purified, 

The blaze of the Hearth may gieet the Mistress as the Lord^ 

PANTHALIS THE CHORAGE.* 

Discover, noble queen, to us thy handmaidens. 
That wait by thee in love, what misery has befallen. 

HELENA. 

What I have seen, ye too with your own eyes shall see^ 

If Night have not already suck'd her Phantoms back 

To the Abysses of her wonder-bearing breast. 

Yet, would ye know this thing, I tell it you in words. 

When bent on present duty, yet with anxious thought, 

I solemnly set foot in these high royal Halls, 

The silent, vacant passages astounded me ; 

For tread of hasty footsteps nowhere met the ear, 

Nor bustle as of busy menial- work the eye. 

No maid comes forth to me, no Stewardess, such as 

Still wont with friendly welcome to salute all guests. 

But as, alone advancing, I approach the Hearth, 

There, by the ashy remnant of dim outbumt cosJs, 

Sits, crouching on the ground, up-mufiled, some huge Crono* 

Not as in sleep she sat, but as in drowsy muse. 

With ordermg vcioe I bid her rise ; nought doubting 'twas 

The Stewardess the King, at parting hence, had left. 

But, heedless, shrunk together, sits she motionless; 

And as I chid, at last outstretched her lean right arm. 

As if she beckoned me firom hall and hearth away. 

I turn indignant from her, and hasten out forthwith' 

Towards the steps whereon aloft the Thalamos 

Adorned rises ; and near by it the Treasure-room ; 

^ Leader of the Chonia. 
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When, lo, the Wonder starts abruptly from the floor; 
ImperiouSi barring my advance, displays herself 
In haggard stature, hollow bloodshot eyes ; a shape 
Of hideous strangeness, to perplex all sight and thought. 
But I discourse to the air : for words in vain attempt 
To body forth to sight the form that dwells in us. 
There see herself! She ventures forward to the light I 
Here we are masters till our Lord and King shall come. 
The ghastly births of Night, Apollo, beauty's friend, 
Disperses back to their abysses, or subdues. 

Phorcyas enters on the threshold^ between the door-posts, 

CHORUS. 

Much have I seen, and strange, though the ringlets 

Youthful and thick still wave round my temples : 

Terrors a many, war and its horrors | 

"Witnessed I once in Ilion*s night, 

When it fell. 

Thorough the clanging, doudy-covered din of 

Onrushing warriors, heard I th* Immortals 

Shouting in anger, heard I Bellona's 

Iron-toned voice resound from without 

City-wards. 

Ah ! the City yet stood, with its 
Bulwarks ; Ilion safely yet 
Towered : but spreading from house over 
House, the flame did begirdle us ; 
Sea-like, red, loud and billowy; 
Hither, thither, as tempest-floods, 
Over the death-circled City. 

yiying, saw I, through heat and through 
Gloom and glare of that fire-ocean, 
Shapes of Gods in their wrathfiilnessi 
Stalking grim, fierce and terrible, 
Giant-high, through the luridly 
Flame-dyed dusk of that vapour. 

Did I see it, or was it but 
Terror of heart that fashioned 
Forms so affrighting? Know can I 
Never : but here that I view this 
Horrible Thing with my own eyes, 
This of a surety believe I : 
Yea, I could dutch *t in my fingei% 
Did not, from Shape so dangeroaiy 
F«ar at a distance keep me. 
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Which of old Phorcys' 

Daughters then art thou? 

For I compare thee lo 

That generation. 

An thou belike of the Gmi^ 

Gray-bom, one eye and one tooth 

Using alternate. 

Child or descendant? 

Diirest thou, Il^gaid, 

Close by such beaaty, 

'Fore the divine glance of 

Phcebus display thee? 

But display as it pleases thee; 

For the ugly he heedeth not, 

As his bright eye yet never did 

Look on a shadow. 

But us mortals, alas for it 1 

Law of Destiny burdens us 

With the unspeakable eye-sorrow 

Which such a sight, unblessed, detestably 

Doth in lovers of beauty awaken. 

Nay then, hear, since thon shanidessly 

Com'st forth iionting us, hear only 

Curses, hear all manner of threatenings, 

Out of the scornful lips of the happier 

That were made by the Deities. 



Old is the saw, but high and true remains il 
That Shame and Beauty ne'er, together hand in hand, 
Were seen pursue their journey over the earth's green pa 
Deep-rooted dwells an ancient hatred in these two; 
So that wherever, on their way, one haps to meet 
The other, each on its adversary turns its back ; 
Then hastens forth the faster on its separate road ; 
Shame all m sorrow, Beauty pert and light of mood ; 
Till the hollow night of Orcus catches it at length. 
If age and vrrinltles have not tamed it long before. 
So you, ye wantons, wafted hither from strange land^ 
I find in tumult, like the cranes' hoarse jinglii^ flight, 
That over our heads, in long-drawn cloud, sends down 
Its creaking gabble, and tempts the silent wanderer that he look 
Alofl at them a moment; but they go thdr way, 
And he goes his ; so also will it be with us. 
. Who then are ye, that here, tn Bacchanalian wise, 
XJke drunk ones, ye daie upicej U thia F&l&ce-^e? 



M 
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> then are ye, that at the Stewardess of the King's House 

^owl, as at the moon the crabbed brood of dogs? 

Dk ye 'tis hid from me what manner of thing ye axe? 

War-b^otten, fight-bred, feather-headed crew! 

civious crew, seducing as seduced, that waste, 

ioting, alike the soldier's and the burgher's strength 1 

re seeing you gathered, seems as a cicada-swarm 

i lighted, covering the herbage of the fields. 

isomers ye of other's thrift, ye greedy-mouthed 

ck squanderers of fruits men gain by tedious toil ; 

:ked market-ware, stol'n, bought, and bartered troop of slaves 1 

'e have thought it right to give so much of these singular 
itions and altercations, in the words, as far as might be, 
J parties themselves ; happy could we, in any measure, 
transfused the broad, yet rich and chaste simplicity of 
long iambics ; or imitated the tone, as we have done the 
, of that choral song ; its rude earnestness, and tortuous, 
ard-looking, artless strength, as ,we have done its dactyls 
.napaests. The task was no easy pne ; and we remain, 
ght have been expected, little contented with our efforts ; 
g, indeed, nothing to boast of, except a sincere fidelity 
J original. If the reader, through such distortion, can 
I any glimpse oi Helena itself, he will not only pardon us, 
tank us. To our own minds, at least, there is everywhere 
nge, piquant, quite peculiar charm in these imitations of 
Id Grecian style : a dash of the ridiculous, if we might 
), is blended with the sublime, yet blended with it softly, 
nly to temper its austerity ; for often, so graphic is the 
jation, we could almost feel as if a vista were opened 
jh the long gloomy distance of ages, and we, with our 
m eyes and modern levity, beheld afar off, in clear light, 
;ry figures of that old grave time ; saw them again living 
dr old antiquarian costume and environment, and heard 
audibly discourse in a dialect which had long been 

f all this no man is more master than Goethe : as a mo- 
mtique, his Iphigenie must be considered unrivalled in 
f. A similar thoroughly classical spirit will be found in 
•'irst Part of Helena; yet the manner of the two pieces is 
tially different. Here, we should say, we are more re- 
ed of Sophocles, perhaps of iEschylus, than of Euripides': 
nore rugged, coig\o\xs, energetic, inatt\^c\ai\.\ 2u^>cJ\TM«fe 



I 
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ancient style. How very primitive, for instance, are Heloa 
and Phorcyas in their whole deportment here ! How frank and 
downright in speech ; above all, how minute and specific ; n" 
glimpse of • philosophical culture ;' no such thing as a ' general 
idea ;■ thus, every different object seems a new unknown one, 
and requires to be separately stated. In like manner, nhal 
can be more honest and edifying than the chant of the Chorus? 
With what inimitable nai-vcU they recur to the sack of Ttoy, 
and endeavour to convince themselves that they do actually see 
this ■ horrible Thing ;' then lament the law of Destiny wiiA 
dooms them to such ' unspeakable eye-sorrow ;' and, finally, 
break forth into sheer cursing ; to all which Phorcyas ansiras 
in the like free and plain-spoken fashion. 

But to our story. This hard-tempered and so dreadfully 
ugly old lady, the reader cannot help suspecting, at first sighl. 
to be some cousin-german of Mephistopheles, or indeed Ital 
great Actor of all Work himself; which latter suspicion the 
devilish nature of tha beldame, by degrees, confirms ioto a 
moral certainty. There is a sarcastic malice in the 'wiseoU 
Stewardess' which cannot be mistaken. Meanwhile the Chorus 
and the beldame indulge still farther in mutual abuse ; shi 
upbraiding them with their giddiness and wanton disposition; 
they chanting unabatedly her extreme deficiency in personal 
charms, Helena, however, interposes; and the old Gorgon, 
pretending that she has not till now recognised the strang« 
to be her Mistress, smooths herself into gentleness, affects the 
greatest humility, and even appeals to her for protection against 
the insolence of these young ones. But wicked Phorcyas i? 
only waiting her opportunity ; still neither unwilling to wound, 
nor afraid to strike. Helena, to expel some unpleasant va* 
pours of doubt, is reviewing her past history, in concert *'"' 
Phorcyas ; and observes, that the latter had been appointed 
Stewardess by Menelaus, on his return from his Cretan Wp^ 
dition to Sparta. No sooner is Sparta mentioned, than the 
crone, with an officious air of helping-out the story, adds : , 



Jtemind me not of joys ; an dl-too heavy woe's 
Jnfinitnde soon foUowea, crasiima'^ieaai. onft.' 






I 



n the liollow Realm o! Slmles, 



Then I have heard how, frt 
Achilles loo did fervently u 
Thy earlier love reclnimtng, spile of all Fale's laws. 

To him the Vision, I a Vision joined myself: 

It was a dream, the very words may leach a« this. 

But I am faint ; and lo mysi?lf a Vision grow. 

[Sinis into the arms afotu dividan of Iht CAoni 

CVIORUS. 

Silence I silence ! 
Evil-eyed, evil-longned, thoul 
Through so shrivelled-up, one-looth'd a 
Mouih, what good can come from that 

Throat of horrors deleslable — 

— In which style they continue rnusically rating her, till ' Helena 
has recovered, and again stands in the middle of the chorus ;' 
when Phorcyas, with the most wheedling air, hastens to greet 
her, in a new sort of verse, as if nothing whatever had hap- 
pened : 



Iiiues forth from passing cload the snn of this bright day: 
1 'f when veird she so conld charm us, now her beams in splendoar blind. 
I As the world dolh look before thee, in such gentle wise thou look'st. 
\ I-et them call rae so unlovely, what is lovely know I welL 



IPome so wavering (ram the Void which in that fainlness circled me, 
1 1 were Co rest again a space ; so weary are my limbs, 
it well becometh queens, all mortals it bccometh well, 
iQssess their hearts in patience, and await what can betide. 



MISCELLANJES. 



To conclude your qnanel's idle loitering be prepared 
Hast^ anajige the SactiRce the King commanded 




This the King appo 


nted 


not 


Spoke not of this? wordofwoel 


What strange EOrron 


overpQw 


rsthee? 








Queen, 'tis thou he meant 


I? 






HELENA. 


And these. 

O 


woe 


0^. 


CHORUS. ^^M 

::„. 1 

Thou fallest by the ajce's stroke. 


Horrible, yet look'd for: 


hap 


ess 1 1 








Inevitable seems it me, ^H 



Ah, and us? What will become of us? 

She dies a noble death : 
Ye, on the high Beam within that hears the rafters and the roof, 
As in birdlag-time so manj woodlarks, in a row, shall eprawL _ 

\HeUtia and Chorus stand astoundtd and ffnvnflV"' 
in expresdve, vidl-concerttd grouping. 
Poor spectres ! — All like frozen statues there ye stand, 
In frigiit to leave the Day which not belongs to you. 
No man or spectre, more flian'jQUiisioiArn qjkA. 
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The Upper Light; yel rescue, respile finds nol one: 
All know it, all believe it, few delight in it. 
EnouEh, 'tis over with you t And so let's to work. 
How the cursed old beldame enjoys the agony of these poor 
Shades ; nay, we suspect, she is laughing in her sleeve at the 
very Classicism of this Drama, which she herself has contrived, 
and is even now helping to enact ! Observe, she has quitted 
her octameter trochaics again, and taken to plain blank verse ; 
a sign, perhaps, that she is getting weary of the whole Classical 
concern 1 But however this may be, she now claps her hands ; 
whereupon certain distorted dwarf figures appear at the door, 
and, with great speed and agility, at her order, bring forth the 
sacrificial apparatus ; on which she fails not to descant demon- 
stratively, explaining the purpose of the several articles as they 
are successively fitted up before her. Here is the 'gold-horned 
altar,' the ' axe glittering over its silver edge ;' then there must 
be "water-urns to wash the black blood's defilem.ent,' and a 
'precious mat' to kneel on, for the victim is to be beheaded 
queenlike. On all hands, mortal horror 1 But Phorcyas hints 
darkly that there is still a way of escape left ; this, of course, 
every one is in deepest eagerness to learn. Here, one would 
think, she might for once come to the point without digression : 
but Phorcyas has her own way of stating a fact. She thus com- 
mences : 



Whoso, collecting store of wealth, at home abides 
To pai^ in due season his high dwelling's walls, 
.And prudent guard his roof from inroad of the rain, 
"With him, through long still years of life, it shall be well. 
But he who lightly, in his folly, bent to rove, 
O'ersteps with wond'ring foot his threshold's sacred line, 
Will lind, at his return, the ancient place indeed 
Still there, bat else all alter'd, if not overthrown. 



■Why these trite saws? Thou wert to leach us, nol reprove. 



Historical it is, is nowise a reproof. 

Sea-roving, steer'd King Menelaus brisk fiom bay to hay; 

Descended on all ports and isles, a plundering foe, 

And slill came back wkb booty, which yet mQaWet!, \ieic. 

Tbcn by the trails of IHon spent he ten long jeaca". 
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Hoir many in his homeward voyage were hard to tii 
Bat all this while how stands it here with Tyndanis' 
High hmise? How stands it with his own doir 



So many years forsaken stood the moun^in glen. 
Which, north from Sparta, towards the higher limd O! 
Behind Taj^etus ; where, as yet a meny broolt, 
Eurolfls gurgles on, and then, along onr VaJe, 
Id sep'rale streams abroad outflowing feeds your Sw 
There, backwards in the rocky hills, a daring race 
Have tix'd themselves, forth issuing from Cimmerian I< 
An ineipugnable stronghold have piled aloft. 
From which they hanj land and people as they please 



How could they? All impossible it seems to me. 
Enough of time they had ; 'tis haply twenty years. 
Is One the Master? Are there Robbers many; leaguedH 



Not Robbers these : yet many, and the Master One. 
Of hun 1 say no ill, though hither too he came. 
What might not he have took? yet did content himself 
With some small Present, so he called it, Tribute no 



How looks he ? 

PHORCVAS. 
Nowise ill I To me he pleasant look'd. | 
A jocund, gallant, hardy, handsome man it is. 
And rational in speech, as of the Greeks are tew. 
We call the folk Barbarian ; yet I question much 
If one there be so cruel, as at Ilion 
Full many of our best heroes man-devouring were. 
1 do respect his greatness, and confide in him. 
And for his Tower 1 this with your own eyes ye should ■ 
Another thing it is than clumsy boulder-work, 
Stteb 93 our Fathers, notbmg aci^.^Mtv^.'^i.-iA^isA-a^ 
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"^fdopetok, and like Cyclops-builders, one rude crag 

D^ odier nide crags tumbling : in that TowV of theirs 

Tis plumb and level all, and done by square and rule. 

!.XH>k on it from without I Heavenward it soars on high, 

5o straight, so tight of joint, and mirror-smooth as steel : 

To clamber there — Nay, even your very Thought slides do^^'n, — 

And then, within, such courts, broad spaces, all around, 

With masonry encompass'd of every sort and use : 

There have ye arches, archlets, pillars, pillarlets, 

Balconies, galleries, for looking out and in, 

And coats of arms. 

CHORUS. 

Of arms ? What mean'st thou ? 

PHORCYAS. 

Ajax bore 
A twisted Snake on his Shield, as ye yourselves have seen. 
The Seven also before Thebes bore carved work 
Each on his Shield ; devices rich and full of sense : 
There saw ye moon and stars of the nightly heaven's vault. 
And goddesses, and heroes, ladders, torches, swords. 
And dangerous tools, such as in storm o*erfall good towns. 
Escutcheons of like sort our heroes also bear : 
There see ye lions, eagles, claws besides, and bills. 
Then buffsdo-homs, and wings, and roses, peacock-tails ; 
And bandelets, gold and black and silver, blue and red. 
Suchlike are there hung up in Halls, row after row ; 
In halls, so large, so lofty, boundless as the World ; 
There might ye dance I 

CHORUS. 

Ha ! Tell us, are there dancers there? 

PHORCYAS. 

The best on earth I A golden-haired, fresh, younker band, 
They breathe of youth ; Paris alone so breaUi'd when to 
Our Queen he came too near. 

HELBNA. 

Thou quite dost lose 
The tenor of thy story : say me thy last word. 

PHORCYAS. 

Thyself wilt say it : say in earnest, audibly, Yes I 
Next moment, I surround thee with that Tow'r. 

The step is questionable : for is not this Phorcyas a person 
the most suspicious character ; ox TaX\i«» V& \X "WsX ^^;^a&55w 
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that she is a Turk in grain, and will, almost of a surely, go 
how it may, turn good into bad? And yet, what is to be done? 
A trumpet, said to be that of Menelaus, sounds in the dist- 
ance ; at which the Chorus shrink together in increased terror. 
Phorcyas coldly reminds them of Deiphobus with his slit nose, 
as a small token of Menelaus' turn of thinking on these mat' 
ters ; supposes, however, that there is now nothing for it but 
to wait the issue, and die with propriety. Helena has no wish 
to die, either with propriety or impropriety ; she pronounces, 
though with a faltering resolve, the definitive Yes. A btiist of 
joy breaks from the Chorus ; thick fog rises all round ; in the 
midst of which, as we learn from their wild trernulous chant, 
they feel themselves hurried through the air : Eurotas is swept 
from sight, and the cry of its Swans fades ominously away In 
the distance ; for now, as we suppose, ' Tyndarus' high House,' 
with all its appendages, is rushing back into the depths of the 
Past ; old Lacedanwn has again become new Misitra; only 
Taygetus, with another name, remains unclianged ; and tho 
King of Rivers feeds among his sedges quite a different race o( 
Swans from those of Leda 1 The mist is passing away, but yet, 
to the horror of the Chorus, no clear daylight returns. Dim 
masses rise round them ; Phorcyas has vanished. Is it a castle? 
Is it a cavern ? They find themselves in the ' Interior Court 
of the Tower, surrounded with rich fantastic buildings of tba 
Middle Ages I' 

If, hitherto, we have moved along, with considerable cott 
venience, over ground singular enough indeed, yet, the natun 
of it once understood, affording firm footing and no unpleasaH 
scenery, we come now to a strange mixed element, in which i 
seems as if neither walking, swimming, nor even flying, couh 
rightly avail us. We have cheerfully admitted, and honesti] 
believed, that Helena and her Chorus were Shades ; but noB 
they appear to be changing into mere Ideas, mere Metapbon 
or poetic Thoughts 1 Faust too — -for he, as every one see! 
must be lord of this Fortress — is a much-altered man since w 
last met him. Nay sometimes we could fancy he were onl 
acting a part on this occasion ; were a mere mummer, repn 
senting not so much his own TiA\.\\tsX personality, as some sha 
dow and impersonation of his history s not so much his ow] 
FatisCship, as the Tradition ot ¥a.M.a\!5 ^ventures, and thi 
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Genius of the People among whom Ihis look its rise. For, in- 
deed, he has strange gifts of Hying through the air, and living, 
in apparent friendship and contentment, with mere Eidolons ; 
and, being excessively reserved withal, he becomes not a little 
enigmatic. In fact, our whole ' Interlude' changes its character 
at this point : the Greek style passes abruptly Into the Spanish ; 
at one bound we have left the Seven before Thebes, and got 
into the Vtdix es Suene. The action, too, becomes more and 
more typical ; or rather, we should say, half-typical ; for it 
will neither hold rightly together as allegory nor as matter of 
fact. 

Thus do we see ourselves hesitating on the verge of a won- 
drous region, ■ neither sea nor good dry land ;' full of shapes 
and musical tones, but all dim, fluctuating, unsubstantial, cha- 
otic Danger there is that the critic may require ' both oar and 
sail ;' nay, it will be well if, like that other great Traveller, he 
meet not some vast vacuity, where, all u 



and so keep falling till 

The strong rebuff of some tumultuous cloud. 
Instinct with fu^ and nitre, hurry him 
As many milfs aloft . . * . 

— Meaning, probably, that he is to be 'blown-up' by nonplused 
and justly exasperated Review-reviewers 1 — Nevertheless, un- 
appalled by these possibilities, we venture fonvard into this 
impalpable Limbo ; and must endeavour to render such account 
of the 'sensible species' and 'ghosts of defunct bodies' we may 
meet there, as shall be moderately satisfactory to the reader. 

In the little Notice from the Author, quoted above, we were 
bid specially observe in what way and manner Faust would 
presume to court this World-beauty. We must say, his style of 
gallantry seems to us of the most chivalrous and high-fiown 
description, if indeed it is not a little eupkuisiic. In their own 
eyes, Helena and her Chorus, encircled in this Gothic oQurt, 
appear, for some minutes, no better than captives ; but, sud- 
denly issuing firom galleries and portals, and descending the 
stairs in stately procession, are seen a numerous suite of Pages, 
whose gay habiliments and red downy cheeks aje peWi-j ■aA.- 
mired by the Cbonis : these bear with them, a ftiwcift asA. 



as we'^H^^W 
na, bemg rt- ^ 
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canopy, with footstools and cushions, and every oi 
sary apparatus of royalty ; the portable machine, i 
from the Chorus, is soon put together ; and Helena, t 
verently beckoned into the same, is thus forthwith constituted 
Sovereign of the whole Establishment. To herself such royalty 
still seems a little dubious ; but no sooner have the Pages, in 
long train, fairly descended, than ' Faust appears above, on iht 
' stairs, in knightly court-dress of the Middle Ages, and witii 
• deliberate dignity comes down,' astonishing the poor "feather 
beaded' Chorus with the gracefulness of his deportment ani 
his more than human beauty. He leads with him a culprit in 
fetters ; and, by way of introduction, explains to Helena tlial 
this man, Lynceus, has deserved death by his misconduct; but 
that to her, as Queen of the Castle, must appertain the right 
of dooming or of pardoning him. The crime of Lynceus is 
deed, of an extraordinary nature : he was Warder of the toi 
but now, though gifted, as his name imports, with the keenest 
vision, he has failed in warning Faust tliat so august a visilot 
was approaching, and thus occasioned the most dreadful breach 
of politeness. Lynceus pleads guilty : quick-sighted as a lynx, 
in usual cases, lie has been blinded with excess of light, inlBis 
instance. While looking towards the orient at the ' course of 
morning,' he noticed a "sun rise wonderfully in the soulti' 
and, all his senses taken captive by such surprising beauty, he 
no longer knew his right hand from his left, or could i 
limb, or utter a word, to announce her arrival. Under these 
peculiar circumstances, Helena sees room for extending the 
royal prerogative ; and after expressing unfeigned regret a1 
80 fatal influence of her charms over the whole male sex, dis- 
misses the Warder with a reprieve. We must beg our readers 
to keep an eye on this Innamorato ; for there may be meaning 
In him. Here is the pleading, which produced sc ' 
given in his own words : 

Let me Itneel and let me view her, 
Let me live, or let me die, 
Slave to this high woman, truer 
Than a bondsman bom, am L 

Watching o'er the course of morning 
Eastward, as I mark it run, 
Rose there, all the sky adoroiog. 
Strangely in the sov,i^ a. eon. 



GOETHE'S HELENA. 159 

Draws my look towards those places^ 
Not the valley, not the height, 
Not the earth's or heaven's spaces ; 
She alone the queen of light. 

Eyesight truly hath been lent me, 
Like the lynx on highest tree ; 
Boots not ; for amaze hath shent me : 
Do I dream, or do I see ? 

Knew I aught ; or could I ever 
Think of tow'r or bolted gate ? 
Vapours waver, vapours sever, 
Such a goddess comes in state ! 

Eye and heart I must surrender 
Drown'd as in a radiant sea ; 
That high creature with her splendour 
Blinding all hath blinded me. 

I forgot the warder's duty ; 
Trumpet, challenge, word of call : 
Chain me, threaten : sure this Beauty 
Stills thy anger, saves her thrall. 

lim accordingly she did : but no sooner is he dismissed, 
aust has made a remark on the multitude of * arrows' 
she is darting forth on all sides, than Lynceus returns 
ill madder humour. * Reenter Lynceus with a Chest, and 
:arrying other Chests behind him.* 

LYNCEUS. 

Thou see'st me. Queen, again advance. 
The wealthy begs of thee one glance ; 
He look'd at thee, and feels e'er since 
As beggar poor, and rich as prince. 

"What was I erst ? What am I grown ? 
"What have I meant, or done, or known ? 
"What boots the sharpest force of eyes ? 
Back from thy throne it baffled flies. 

From Eastward marching came we on, 
And soon the West was lost and won : 
A long broad army forth we pass'd, 
The foremost knew not of the last. 

The first did fall, the second stood. 
The third hew'd-in with falchion good; 
And still the next had prowess more^ 
Forgot the thousands skill befott* 
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We sloraied along, we nished apact^ 
The masters we from place lo place; 
And where I lordly ruled today, 
Tomorrow another did rob and slaj. 

We look'd; our choice was quickly made; 
This snatch'd with him the Fairest maid. 
That seized the sleei for burden bent, 
The horses all and sundry wenL 

Bat I did love apart to spy 
The rarest things could meet the eye: 
Whate'er in others' hands I saw, 
That was for me but chaff and straw. 

For treasures did I keep a look, 
My keen eyes pierc'd to every nook ; 
Into all pockets I could see. 
Transparent each strong-box to me. 

And heaps of Gold I gained this way, 
And precious Stones of dearest ray: — 
Now where's the Diamond meet to shinel 
Tis meet alone for breast like thint 

So let the Pearl from depths of sea. 
In curious stringlets wave oo thee : 
The Ruby for some covert seeks, 
Tis paled by redness of thy cheeks. 

And so the richest treasure's brought 
Before thy throne, as best it ought; 
Bene-ith thy feel here let me lay 
The fmil of many a bloody fray. 

So many chests we now do bear ; 
More chests I have, and finer warei 
Think me but lo be near thee worth. 
Whole treasure -vaults I empty forth. 

For scarcely art thou hither sent. 
All hearts and wills to thee are bentj 
Our riches, reason, strength we must 
Before the loveliest lay as dust. 

All this I reckon'd great, and miney 
Now small I reckon il, and thine. 
I thought it worthy, high and good ; 
Tis nought, poot atid miswEdeistood. 
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So dwindles what my glory was, 
A heap of mown and withered grass : 
What worth it had, and now does lack, 
O, with one kind look, give it back I 

FAUST. 

Away I away I take back the bold-eam'd load. 
Not blam'd indeed, but also not rewarded. 
Hers is already whatsoe'er our Tower 
Of costliness conceals. Go heap me treasures 
On treasures, yet with order : let the blaze 
Of pomp unspeakable appear; the ceilings 
Gem-fretted, shine like skies ; a Paradise 
Of lifeless liife create. Before her feet 
Unfolding quick, let flow'ry carpet roll 
Itself from flow*ry carpet, that her step 
May light on softness, and her eye meet nought 
But splendour blinding only not the Gods. 

LYNCEUS. 

Small is what our Lord doth say; 
Servants do it; 'tis but play: 
For o'er all we do or dream 
Will this Beauty reign supreme. 
Is not all our host grown tame ? 
Every sword is blunt and lame. 
To a form of such a mould 
Sun himself is dull and cold 
To the richness of that face. 
What is beauty, what is grace^ 
Loveliness we saw or thought ? 
All is empty, all is nought. 

And herewith exit Lynceus, and we see no more of him ! We 
have said that we thought there might be method in this mad- 
ness. In fact, the allegorical, or at least fantastic and figura- 
tive, character of the whole action is growing more and more 
decided every moment. Helena, we must conjecture, is, in the 
course of this her real historical intrigue with Faust, to present, 
at the same time, some dim adumbration of Grecian Art, and 
its flight to the Northern Nations, when driven by stress of 
War from its own country. Faust's Tower will, in this case, 
afford not only a convenient station for lifting blackmail over 
the neighbouring district,, but a cunnmg, t3iOM^ n^"^^ "kdAw 
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fluctuating, emblem of the Product of Teutonic Mind; llie 
Science, Art, Institutions of the Northmen, of whose Spiiit 
and Genius he himself may in some degree become the repre- 
sentative. In this way the extravagant homage and admiraliom- 
paid to Helena are not without their meaning. The mannec" 
of her arrival, enveloped as she was in thick clouds, and friglrt — 
cned onwards by hostile trumpets, may also have more or Ies» 
propriety. And who is Lynceus, the mad Watchman? We 
cannot but suspect him of being a Schoolman Philosopher, o«r 
School Philosophy itself, in disguise ; and that this wondetiJ 
'march' of his has a covert allusion to the great 'march ofia— 
tellect," which did march in those old ages, though only 'a*- 
ordinary time.' We observe, the military, one after the Mhef* 
all fell ; for discoverers, like other men, must die ; but 'stil* 
the next had prowess more,' and forgot the thousands that hat* 
sunk in clearing the way for him. However, Lynceus, inlu^ 
love of plunder, did not take ■ the fairest maid,' nor ' the slew" 
fit for burden, but rather jewels and other rare articles of value * 
in which quest his high power of eyesight proved of great sei-^ 
vice to him. Better had it been, perhaps, lo have done sS' 
Others did, and seized 'the fairest maid, 'or even the ' steer' fit" 
for burden, or one of the ' horses' which were in such request ; 
for, when he quitted practical Science and the philosophy of 
Life, and addicted himself to curious subtleties and Metaphy- 
sical crotchets, what did it avail him ? At the first giant 
the Grecian beauty, he found that it was ■ nought, poor and 
misunderstood." His extraordinary obscuration of visioi 
Helena's approach ; his narrow escape from death, on 
account, at the hands of Faust ; his pardon by the fair Greek ; 
his subsequent magnanimous offer to her, and discourse with 
his master on the subject, — might give rise to various consider- 
ations. But we must not loiter, questioning the strange Sha- 
dows of that strange country, who, besides, are apt to mystify 
one. Our nearest business is to get across it : we again pro- 
ceed. 

Whoever or whatever Faust and Helena may be, they are 
evidently fast rising into high favour with each other ; a: 
deed, from so generous a. gallant, and so fair a dame, wi 
be anticipated. She invites him to sit with her on the throne, 
so instantaneously acquired by force of her charms ; to which 
graceiul proposal he, after kissing hei hand in knightly wise, 
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fails 30t to accede./ The courtship now advances apace. 

lena admires the dialect of Lynceus, and how ' one word seemed 

*o kiss the other/— for the Warder, as we saw, speaks in dog- 

Scd ; and she cannot but wish that she also had some such 

^Alenl. Faust assures her that nothing is more easy than this 

^^nic practice of rhyme : it is but speaking right from the heart, 

^»id Ihe rest follows of course. Withal he proposes that they 

^lioiild make a trial of it themselves. The experiment succeeds 

'c> mutual satisfaction ; for not only can they two build the lofty 

*"l»yme in concert, with all convenience, but, in the course of a 

i*a.ge or two of such crambo, many love-lokens come to light ; 

*^^y we find by the Chorus that the wooing has well-nigh reached 

^ 2iappy end : at least, Ihe two are ' sitting near and nearer 

^ach other, — shoulder on shoulder, knee by knee, hand in 

faand, they are swaying over the throne's up-cushioned lordli- 

promising symptoms. 

is abruptly disturbed by the entrance 

a messenger of evil, with malignant 

hand, with his whole force, to storm 

injuries. An im- 



] 



xaess ;■ which, surely, 
Such ill-timed dallian 
^^f Phorcyas, now, as evi 
■hidings that Menelaus is 
tt»e Castle, and ferociously 



*^iense ' explosion of signals from the towers, of trumpets, da- 

■^ons, military music, and the march of numerous armies,' 

'Confirms the news. Faust, however, treats the matter coolly ; 

'Chides the unceremonious trepidation of Phorcyas, and sun> 

•nona his men of war ; who accordingly enter, steel-clad, in 

**»ilitary pomp, and quitting their battalions, gather round him 

*<» take his orders. In a wild Pindaric ode, delivered with due 

*^mphasis, he directs them not so much how they are to con- 

■^uer Menelaus, whom doubtless he knows to be a sort of dream, 

^s how they are respectively to manage and partition the Coim- 

try they shall hereby acquire. Germanus is to have the 'bays 

^f Corinth ;' while ' Achaia. with its hundred dells,' is recom- 

»nended to the care of Goth ; the host of the Franks must go 

towards EUs ; Messene is to be the Saxon's share ; and Nor- 

**iann is to clear the seas, and make Ai^olis great. Sparta, 

hoieever. is to continue the territory of Helena, and be queen 

'^i patroness of these inferior Dukedoms. In all this, are we 

totracesome faint changeful shadow of the National Character, 

W3 respective Intellectual Performance of the several European 

Wbcs? Or, perhaps, of the real History of V^e W\4i\e K'j.ta \ 

I "t irruption oi the northern swarms, issuing, \J^e. Ya-iaVKoA. 
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his air-warriors, ' from Cimmerian Night,' and spreading ovef 
so many fair regions ? Perhaps of both, and of more ; perhaps 
properly of neither : for the whole has a chameleon character, 
changing hue as we look on it. However, be this as it may, 
the Chorus cannot sufScienlly admire Faust's strategic faculty; 
and the troops march off, without speech indeed, but evidently 
in the highest spirits. He himself concludes with another rapid 
ditbyrambic, describing the Peninsula of Greece, or rather, per- 
haps, typically the Region of true Poesy, ' kissed by the sea- 
waters,' and 'knit to the last mountain-branch' of the firm land 
There is a wild glowing fire in these two odes ; a musical in- 
distinctness, yet enveloping a rugged, keen sense, which, wcrs 
the gift of rhyme so common as Faust thinks it, we should have 
pleasure in presenting to our readers. Again and again we 
think of Calderon and his Life a Dream. 

Faust, as he resumes his seat by Helena, observes llial 
she is sprung from the highest gods, and belongs to the first 
■ world alone.' It is not meet that bolted towers should en- 
circle her ; and near by Sparta, over the hills, 'Arcadia blooms 
' in eternal strength of youth, a blissful abode for them two.' 
' Let thrones pass into groves: Arcadian-firee be such felicityF 
No sooner said than done. Our Fortress, we suppose, tushes 
asunder like a Palace of Air, for ' t!ie scene altogether chanpi- 
' A series of Grottoes now are shut-in by close Bowers. Shady 

• Grove, to the fool of the Rocks which encircle the place. Fiaaf 

• and Helena are not seen. The Chorus, scattered arojmd, lit 
' sleeping.' 

In Arcadia, the business grows wilder than ever, Phorcyas, 
who has now become wonderfully civil, and, notwithstanding 
her ugliness, stands on the best footing with the poor light- 
headed cicada-swarra of a Chorus, awakes them to hear and 
see the wonders that have happened so shortly. It appears 
too, that there are certain ' Bearded Ones' {we suspert, De'ils) 
waiting with anxiety, ' sitting watchful there below,' to seelliC 
issue of this extraordinary transaction ; but of these Phorcyas 
gives her silly women ko hint whatever. She tells them, i" 
glib phrase, what great things are in the wind. Faust ao'' 
Helena have been happier than mortals in these groltoeS' 
Phorcyas, who was in waiting, gradually glided away, seeking 
' roots, moss and rinds,' on household duty bent, and so ' ihty 
two remained alone.' 
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s if within Ihose EWlSoes lay whole tracts of counlry, 
Woixl and meadow, rivers, lakes: what tales thou palm'st on i 



Sure enoagh, ye fooliali creatures! These are uneiploied recesses; 
Hall runs oat on hall, spaces there on spaces : these I musing traced. 
But al once reechoes from within a peal of laughter : 
Peeping in, what is it ? Leaps a boy from Mother's breast to Father's, 
From the Father to the Mother : such a fondling, such a dandling, 
Foolish Love's caressing, teasing; cry oi jest, and shriek of pleasure, 
In their turn do stnn me quite- 
Naked, without wings a Genius, Faim in humour without coarseness, 
Springs he sportfiil on the ground ; hat the ground reverberating, 
Datts him up to dry heights ; and at the third, the second gambol, 
Touches he the vaulted Roof. 

Frightened cries the Mother : Bound away, away, and as tliou pleasest, 
Ent, my Son, beware of Flying; wings nor power of flight are thine. 
And the Father thus advises : In the Earth resides the virtue 
Which so fast doth send thee upwards; touch but with thy toe the sur- I 
face, I 

Like the Enrthbom, old Antius, straightway thou art strong again. 
And £o skips he hither, thither, on these jagged rocks ; from summit 
StiQ lo summit, all about, like stricken ball rebounding, springs. 
Eot at once in cleft of some rude cavern sinking has he vanished, 
And so seems it we have lost him. Mother mourning, Father cheers' 

her; 
Slmg my shoulders I, and look about me. But again, behold what 

Ate there treasures lying here concealed ? There he is again, and gat- 



In his hand the golden Lyre ; wholly like a little Phoebus, 

Steps he light of heart upon the beetling cliffs : astonished stand we, 

Anri the Parents, ui their rapture, fly into each other's arms. 

For what glittering's that about his liead ? Were hard lo say what 

glitters, 
Whether Jewels and gold, or Flame of all-subduing strength of sonL 
And with such a bearing moves he, in himself this boy announces 
Future Master of all Beauty, whom the Melodies Eternal 
Do inform through every fibre ; and forthwith so shall ye hear him, 
Ajid forthwith so sliall ye see him, to your uttermost amaiemenl, 

The Chonis suggest, in their siinp\\dty, l\\a^ *\a A-as.'Cvt. 
liillc arcbin may Aave some relationship to vVit ' Son o^ "^Aaia' 
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who, in old times, whisked himself so nimbly out of his swad 
dling-clothes, and stole the *Sea-ruler*s trident* anji 'Hephaestos* 
tongs/ and various other articles, before he was well span-long. 
But Phorcyas declares all this to be superannuated fable, unfit 
for modem uses. And now *a beautiful purely melodious music 

* of stringed instruments resounds from the Cave, All listen, 

* and soon appear deeply moved. It continues playing in full 

* tone/ while Euphorion, in person, makes his appearance, 'in 

* the costume above described/ larger of stature, but no less frolic- 
some and tuneful. 

Our readers are aware that this 'Euphorion, the offspring of 
Northern Character wedded to Grecian Culture, frisks it here 
not without reference to Modern Poesy, which had a birth so 
precisely similar. Sorry are we that we cannot follow him 
through these fine warblings and trippings on the light fantastic 
toe : to our ears there is a quick, pure, small-toned music in 
them, as perhaps of elfin bells when the Queen of Faery rides 
by moonlight. It is, in truth, a graceful emblematic dance, this 
little life of Euphorion ; full of meanings and half-meanings. 
The history of Poetry, traits of individual Poets ; the Trouba- 
dours, the Three Italians ; glimpses of all things, full vision of 
nothing ! — Euphorion grows rapidly, and passes from one pur- 
suit to another. Quitting his boyish gambols, he takes to 
dancing and romping with the Chorus ; and this in a style of 
tumult which rather dissatisfies Faust. The wildest and coyest 
of these damsels he seizes with avowed intent of snatching a 
kiss ; but, alas, she resists, and, still more singular, * flashes up 
inflame into the air/ inviting him, perhaps in mockery, to 
follow her, and * catch his vanished purpose.' Euphorion shakes- 
off the remnants of the flame, and now, in a wilder humour, 
mounts on the crags, begins to talk of courage and battle; 
higher and higher he rises, till the Chorus see him on the top- 
most cHff, shining * in harness as for victory :* and yet, though 
at such a distance, they still hear his tones, neither is his figure 
diminished in their eyes ; which indeed, as they observe, always 
is, and should be, the case with * sacred Poesy,* though it mounts 
heavenward, farther and farther, till it * glitter like the fairest 
star.* But Euphorion's life-dance is near ending. From his 
high peak, he catches the sound of war, and fires at it, and longs 
to mix in it, let Chorus and Mother and Father say what they 
wUl 
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E0PHORION. 

And hear ye thunders on the ocean. 

And thunders roll from tower and wall ; 

And host with host, in fierce commotion, 

See mixing at the trumpet's call. 

And to die in strife 

Is the law of life, 

That is certain once for all. 

HELENA, FAUST, and CHORUS. 

What a horror I spoken madly ! 
Wilt thou die ? Then what must I ? 

EUPHORION. 

Shall I view it, safe and gladly ? 
No ! to share it will I hie. 

HELENA, FAUST, and CHORUS. 

Fatal are such haughty things ; 
War is for the stout. 

EUPHORION. 

Ha!— «nd a pair of wings 
Folds itself out! 
Thither! I must! I must I 
*Tis my hest to fly ! 

[He casts himself into the air ; his Garments support 

him far a moment; his head radiates^ a Train of 

Light follows him, 

CHORUS. 

Icarus I earth and dust ! 

O, woe ! thou mount'st too high. 

[A beautiful Youth rushes down at the feet of the Par- 
ents ; you fancy you recognise in the dead a well- 
known form ;* but the bodily part instantly disap- 
pears ; the gold Crownlet mounts like a comet to thb 
sky ; Coaty Mantle and Lyre are left lying* 

• It is perhaps in reference to this phrase that certain sagacious critics 
lunong the Germans have hit upon the wonderful discovery of Euphorion 
l)eing— Lord Byron 1 A fact, if it is one, which curiously verities the author's 
prediction in this passage. But unhappily, while we fancy we recognise in 
the dead a well-known form, 'the bodily part instantly disappears ;' and the 
keenest critic finds that he can see no deeper into a millstone than another 
man. Some allusion to our English Poet there is, or may be, here and in 
the page that precedes and the page that follows ; but Euphorion is no image 
of any persop ; least of all, one would think, of Georg^e Lord Bvioi^. 
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HELENA amf FAUST. 
Jof soon chaDges to woe, 
And mirth to heaviest moon. 

EUPHOKION'S iw-if (/™m beniaiA). 
Let me not to retJms below 
Descend, O mother, alone! 



HEtENA (/o FAtrsT). 
A sad old saying proves itself again in me. 
Good hap with beauty hath no long abode, 
So with Love's band is Life's asunder rent: 
Lainenling both, I clasp thee in my arms 
Once more, and bid thee painfully farewell. 
Persephoaeia, take my boy, and with him me. 

\She anbraas FausS ; her Body ntclts aaiay i Goek 
and Vdl remain in Ms arms, 

PHORCYAS (to FAUST). 

Hold fast what now alone remains to thee. 

That Ganncnt quit not. They are tugging there, 

These Demons at the skirt of it; would fain 

To the Nether Kingdoms take it down. Hold fast! 

The goddess it is not, whom thou hast lost. 

Yet godlike is it Sec thou use aright 

The priceless high bequest, and soar aloft ; 

T wiU Ufl thee away above Ihe common world. 

Far up lo jEther, so thou canst endure. 

We meet again, far, very far from hence. 

[Helena's Garments utifold into Clouds, ettdrelt Fitust, 
raise kim aloft, andfioal away viitk him. Pharcyai 
fieis up Eufhtirioit's Coal, Mantle and Lyrtjrem 
the ground, coitus jerward into ihe Proscamm, 
holds these Remains alo/3, a nd says ; 

'Well, fairly found be happily won ! 

Tis true, ibe Flame is lost and gone : 

But well for us we have still this stufTl 

A gala-dress to dub our poets of merit. 

And make guild -brethren snarl and cuff; 

And can't they borrow the Body and Spirit? 

At least, I'll lend them Clothes enough. 

ISiti devm in the FroKemum at the foot of a filUr. . 

rest of the personages arc now speedily disposed <)£ 
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Panlhalis, the Leader of the Chorus, and the only one of them ] 
who has shown any glimmerings of Reason, or of aught beyond 
mete sensitive life, mere love of Pleasure and fear of Pain, pro- 
poses that, being now delivered from the soul-confusing spell | 
of the ' Thessalian Hag,' they should forthwith return to Hades, ' 
fo bear Helena company. But none will volunteer with her; 
So she goes herself. The Chorus have lost their taste for As- 
phodel Meadows, and playing so subordinate a part in Orcus : 
*hey prefer abiding in the Light of Day, though, indeed, under 
t'aiher peculiar circumstances ; being no longer ' Persons," they 
Say, but a kind of Occult Qualities, as we conjecture, and Poetic 
Inspirations, residing in various natural objects. Thus, one 
*3i-vision become a sort of invisible Hamadryads, and have their 
■>^ing in Trees, and their joy in the various movements, beauties 
3-*»d products of Trees. A second change into Echoes; a third, 
' ito the Spirits of Brooks ; and a fourth take up their abode in 
^i^ineyards, and delight in the manufacture of Wine. No sooner 
ha.ve these several parties made up their minds, than the Cur- 
fixinfalU; and Phorcyas 'in the Proscenium rises in gigantic 
' s^iiej but steps down from her cothurni, lays her Mask and 
' Viil aside, andshoms herself as Mtphislophelis, in order, so far 
• a:! may be necessary, tocammtnt on the piece, byway of Epilogue.' 

Such is Helena, the interlude in Faust. We have all the 
desire in the world to hear Mephisto's Epilogue ; but far be it 
from us to take the word out of so gifted a moulh! In the way 

I of commentary on Helena, we ourselves have little more to add. 

[ The reader sees, in general, that Faust is to save himself from 
the straits and fetters of Worldly Life in the loftier regions of 
Art, or in that temper of mind by which alone those regions 
lan be reached, and permanently dwelt in. Farther also, that 
this doctrine is to be stated emblematically and parabolically ; 
» that it might seem as if, in Goethe's hands, the history of 
Faust, commencing among the realities of every-day existence, 
ioperadding to these certain spiritual agencies, and passing into 
a more aerial character as it proceeds, may fade away, at its 
termination, into a phantasmagoric region, where symbol and 
iWng signified are no longer clearly distinguished ; and thus 
Ike final result be curiously and significantly indicated, rather 
than direcdy exhibited. With regard to the spec\a,\ ^x^W. tiv 
Euphorion, Lyaceus and the rest, we have nothvn^ tniyce Wi sa.'j 
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at present ; nay perhaps we may have already s^d too mu4 
For it must not he forgotten, by the commentator, and will net 
of a surety, be forgotten by Mephistopheies, whenever he ma] 
please to deliver his Epilogue, that Helena is not an AlJegoi^ 
but a Phantasm agory ; not a type of one thing, but a vagiH 
fluctuating fitful adumbration of many. This is no Fictun 
painted on canvas, with mere material colours, and steadfhsll] 
abiding our scrutiny ; but rather it is like the Smoke of a Wis 
ard's Caldron, \a which, as we gaze on its flickering tints and 
wild splendours, thousands of strangest shapes unfold theni' 
selves, yet no one will abide with us ; and thus, as Goethe sajFi 
elsewhere, 'we are reminded of Nothing and of All.' 

Properly speaking, HeUtia is what the Germans call B 
Mdhrchea (Fabulous Tale), a species of fiction they have pa* 
ticularly excelled in, and of which Goethe has already producel 
more than one distinguished specimen. Some day we propoM 
to translate, for our readers, that little piece of his, deserviiq 
[ to be named, as it is, ' The Mdhrchen' and which we mua 
I agree with a great critic in reckoning the ' Tale of all Tales.' 
I As to the composition oii\ii& Hele?ia, we cannot but perceive! 
to be deeply-studied, appropriate and successful. It is wondo 
ful with what fidelity the Classical style is maintained througli 
out the earlier part of the Poem ; how skilfully it is at one 
united to the Romantic style of the latter part, and made to n 
appear, at intervals, to the end. And then the small half-seen 
touches of sarcasm, the curious little traits by which we get 
peep behind the curtain 1 Figure, for instance, that so tral 
sient allusion to these ' Bearded Ones sitting watchful tha 
below,' and then their lugging at Helena's Mantle to pull 
down with them. By such slight hints does Mephistopheh 
point out our Whereabout; and ever and anon remind us, thl 
not on the firm eatlh, but on the wide and airy Deep has 1 
spread his strange pavilion, where, in magic light, so maB 
wonders are displayed to us. 

f Had we chanced to find that Goethe, in other instance 
ihad ever written one line without meaning, or many lines Yn& 
I out a deep and true meaning, we should not have thought th 
I little cloud-picture worthy of such minute development, or su< 
I careful study. In that case, too, we should never have set 
' B true Helena of Goethe, but some false one of our own U 
' See Appendix I. to Vol. ^isSMisccllaRiti. 
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indolent imagination; for this Drama, as it grows clearer, grows 

also more beautiful and complete ; and the third, the fourth 

perusal of it pleases far better than the first. Few living artists 

would deserve such faith from us ; but few also would so well 

reward it. 

* On the general relation of Helena to Faust^ and the degree 

of fitness of the one for the other, it were premature to speak 

more expressly at present. We have learned, on authority 

which we may justly reckon the best, that Goethe is even now 

engaged in preparing the Second Part of Faust, into which this 

Helena passes as a component part. With the third Lieferung 

of his Works, we understand, the beginning of that Second Part 

is to be published : we shall then, if need be, feel more qualified 

to speak. 

For the present, therefore, we take leave oi Helena and 
^austt and of their Author : but with regard to thq latter, our 
ta.sk is nowise ended ; indeed, as yet, hardly begun ; for it is 
iipt in the province of the Mdhrchen that Goethe will ever be- 
come most interesting to English readers. But, like his own 
Euphorion, though he rises aloft into iEther, he derives, Antaeus- 
lilce, his strength from the Earth. The dullest plodder has not/ 
3. more practical understanding, or a sounder or more quiet cha-j 
racter, than this most aerial and imaginative of poets. We hold 
Goethe to be the Foreigner, at this era, who, of all others, the 
best, and the best by many degrees, deserves our study and 
appreciation. What help we individually can give in such a 
^natter, we shall consider it a duty and a pleasure to have in 
readiness. We purpose to return, in our next Number, to the 
consideration of his Works and Character in general. 
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[i828.] 

It is not on this • Second Portion* of Goethe's Works, whid 
at any rate contains nothing new to us, that we mean at pre- 
sent to dwell. In our last Number, we engaged to make sonu 
survey of his writings and character in general ; and mustnon 
endeavour, with such insight as we have, to fulfil that promise; 

We have already said that we reckoned this no unimport 
ant subject ; and few of Goethe's readers can need to be r& 
minded that it is no easy one. We hope also that our preteii' 
sions in regard to it are not exorbitant ; the sum of our ainss 
being nowise to solve so deep and pregnant an inquiry, M 
only to show that an inquiry of such a sort lies ready for sote 
tion ; courts the attention of thinking men among us, nay merits 
a thorough investigation, and must sooner or later obtain it 
Goethe's literarj' history appears to us a matter, beyond moal 
others, of rich, subtle and manifold significance ; which «i 
require and reward the best study of the best heads, and to 
the right exposition of which not one but many judgments «3 
be necessary. 

However, we need not linger, preluding on our own i* 
ability, and magnifying the difficulties we have so cour^eoo^ 
volunteered to front Considering the highly complex aspen 
which such a mind of itself presents to us ; and, stiU moil^ 
taking into account the state of English opinion in respect d 
it, there certainly seem few literary questions of our time M 
perplexed, dubious, perhaps hazardous, as this of the cbaiadfl 
of Goethe ; but few also on which a well-founded, or ewcn < 
sincere word would be more likely to profit For our catatKI 
men, at no time indisposed to foreign excellence, bot M il 
times cautious of foreign singularity, have heard mack 4 

1 Foreign* Review, No. ^.—Goethes S^immilickt Werke. yUbUaM 

Amjs^aht UtsUr Hand. (Goethe's Collective Works. Complete Edidai^lP 

his Snal Corrections.)— Second Ponion, voL vi.-x. Cotta ; 

TubingcD, 1827. 
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^oethc . but heard, for the most part, what excited and per- 
plexed rather than instructed them. Vague rumours of the man 
'^ve, for more than half a century, been humming through our 
^^xs : from time to time, we have even seen some distorted, 
'^^Utilated transcript of his own thoughts, which, all obscure 
^^d hieroglyphical as it might often seem, failed not to emit 
'^Cre and there a ray of keenest and purest sense ; travellers 
*lso are still running to and fro, importing the opinions or, at 
^orst, the gossip of foreign countries : so that, by one means 
**r another, many of us have come to understand, that consi- 
derably the most distinguished poet and thinker of his age is 
Called Goethe, and lives at Weimar, and must, to all appear- 
^ce, be an extremely surprising character : but here, unhap- 
pily, our knowledge almost terminates ; and still must Curi- 
osity, most ingenuous love of Information and mere passive 
Wonder alike inquire : What manner of man is this ? How 
shall we interpret, how shall we even see him ? What is his 
spiritual structure, what at least are the outward form and fea- 
tures of his mind ? Has he any real poetic worth ; how much 
to his own people, how much to us ? 

Reviewers, Of great and of small character, have manfully 
endeavoured to satisfy the British world on these points : but 
which of us could believe their report ? Did it not rather be- 
come apparent, as we reflected on the matter, that this Goethe 
of theirs was not the real man, nay could not be any real man 
whatever ? For what, after all, were their portraits of him but 
copies, with some retouchings and ornamental appendages, of 
our grand English original Picture of the German generally ? 
— In itself such a piece of art, as national portraits, under like 
circumstances, are wont to be ; and resembling Goethe, as some 
unusually expressive Sign of the Saracen's Head may resemble 
the present Sultan of Constantinople ! 

Did we imagine that much information, or any very deep 
sagacity were required for avoiding such mistakes, it would ill 
become us to step forward on this occasion. But surely it is 
given to every man, if he will but take heed, to know so much 
as whether or not he knows. And nothing can be plainer to 
us than that if, in the present business, we can report aught 
from our own personal vision and clear hearty belief, it will be 
a useful novelty in the discussion of it. Let the reader be 
\»atient with us, then ; and according as he finds that we sj^eak 



I 



{ 



r 

I 



I 



I 



174 MISCELLANIES. 

honestly and eanieatly, or loosely and dishonestly, consider on' 
Etatement, or dismiss it as unworthy ol consideration. 

Viewed in his merely external relations, Goethe exhibits 
an appearance such as seldom occurs. in. the history of letterSr 
and indeed, from the nature of the case, can seldom oct 
man who, in early life, rising almost at a single bound into the 
highest reputation over all Europe ; by gradual advances, fix- 
ing himself more and more firmly in the reverence of his ct 
trymen, ascends silently through many vicissitudes to the su- 
preme intellectual place among them; and now, after half a. 
century, distinguished by convulsions, political, moral and poeti- 
cal, still reigns, full of years and honours, with a soft undi^- 
puted sway ; still labouring in his vocation, still forwarding, as 
with kingly benignity, whatever can profit the culture ofhi» 
nation : such a man might justly attract out notice, were it 
only by the singularity of his fortune. Su premacies of i t 
are rare in modern times ; so universal, and of such continu- 
ance, they are almost unexampled. For the age of the Pro- 
phets and Theologic Doctors has long since passed away ; aaS 
now it is by much slighter, by transient and mere earthly ties, 
that bodies of men connect themselves with a man. The wisest,, 
most melodious voice cannot in these days pass for a divine 
one ; the word Inspiration still lingers, but only in the shape 
of a poetic figure, from which the once earnest, awful and soul-- 
subduing sense has vanished without return. The polity oP 
Literature is called a Republic ; oftenerit is an Anarchy, w' 
by strength or fortune, favourite after favourite rises into splen— -^ J 
dour and authority, but like Masaniello, while judging th^^ 
people, is on the ninth day deposed and shot. Nay, few sucIp. 
adventurers can attain even this painful preSrainence : for aC- 
most, it is clear, any given age can have but one first man r 
many ages have only a crowd of secondary men, each of whom 
is first in his own eyes ; and seldom, at best, can the ' Single 
Person" long keep his station at the head of this wild common- 
wealth ; most sovereigns are never universally acknowledged, 
least of all in their lifetime ; few of the acknowledged can reign 
peaceably to the end. 

Of such a perpetual dictatorship Voltaire among the French 
gives the last European instance ; but even with him it waj I j 
perhaps a much less strildng afiair. Voltaire reigned over a 
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sect, less as their lawgiver than as their general ; for he was at 
bitter enmity with the great numerical majority of his nation, 
by whom his services, far from being acknowledged as benefits, 
were execrated as abominations. But Goethe's object has, at 
all times, been rather to unite than to divid e ; and though he 
has not scrupled, as occasion served, to speak forth his convic- 
tions distinctly enough on many delicate topics, and seems, in 
general, to have paid little court to the prejudices or private 
feelings of any man or body of men, we see not at present that 
his merits are anywhere disputed, his intellectual endeavours 
controverted, or his person regarded otherwise than with affec- 
tion and respect. In later years, too, the advanced age of the 
poet has invested him with another sort of dignity ; and the 
admiration to which his great qualities give him claim is tem- 
pered into a milder, grateful feeling, almost as of sons and 
grandsons to their common father. Dissentients, no doubt, 
there are and must be ; but, apparently, their cause is not 
pleaded in words : no man of the smallest note speaks on that 
^^e ;• or at most, such men may question, not the worth of 
^oethe, but the cant and idle affectation with which, in many 
9Uairters, this must be promulgated and bepraised. Certainly 
^ere is not, probably there never was, in any European coun- 
*^, a writer who, with so cunning a style, and so deep, so 
^tstruse a sense, ever found so many readers. For, from the 
^^asant to the king, from the callow dilettante and innamor- 
^^0, to the grave transcendental philosopher, men of all degrees 
^lid dispositions are familiar with the writings of Goethe : each 
Studies them with affection, with a faith which, * where it can- 
not unriddle, learns to trust ;' each takes with him what he 
^^ adequate to carry, and departs thankful for his own allot- 
ment. Two of Goethe's intensest admirers are Schelling of 
Munich, and a worthy friend of ours in Berlin ; one of these 
^mong the deepest men in Europe, the other among the shal- 
lowest. 

All this is, no doubt, singular enough ; and a proper un- 
derstanding of it would throw light on many things. Whatever 
we may think of Goethe's ascendency, the existence of it re- 
mains a highly curious fact ; and to trace its history, to dis- 
cover by what steps such influence has been attained, and how 
80 long preserved, were no trivial or unprofitable inquiry. It 
would be worth while to see so strange a man for his own sake; 
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and here ne should sec, not only the man himseUi 
progress and spiritual development, but the pn> 
his nation : and this at no sluggish or even qui. 
times markcii by strange revolutions of opinions, 1 
troversies, high enthusiasm, novelty of enterprise 
less, in many respects, by rapid advancement : 
Germans have been, and still are, restlessly strugg 
vrith honest unwearied effort, sometimes with envi 
no one, who knows them, will deny ; and as little, 
province of Literature, of Art and humane accomp 
influence, often the direct guidance of Goethe n 
nised. The history of his mind is, in fact, at th< 
the history of German culture in his day : for wh 
lence this individual might realise has sooner or 1 
knowledged and appropriated by his country ; an 
Mvsageies, which his admirers give him, is perhi 
strictness, not unmerited. Be it for good or for 
certainly no German, since the days of Luther, -« 
occupy so large a space in the intellectual hi; 
people. 

In this point of view, were it in no other, Go 
ung UHd Wahrhsit, so soon as it is completed, m; 
be reckoned one of his most interesting works. \ 
of its literary merits, though in that respect, too, 
that few Autobiographies have come in our way, h 
cult a matter was so successfully handled ; where ] 
ledge could be found united so kindly with perfe 
and a personal narrative, moving along in soft cleai 
us a man, and the objects that environed him, un( 
so verisimilar, yet so lovely, with an air dignified 
yet graceful, cheerful, even gay : a story as of a 
his children ; such, indeed, as few men can be c 
relate, and few, if called upon, could relate so 
would we give for such an Autobiography of S! 
Mihon, even of Pope or Swift ! 

The Dichtung und IVahrhsit has been censu 
ably in England ; but not, we are inclined to beiii 
insight into its proper meaning. The misfortunt 
among us was, that we did not know the narraton 
ralive ; and could not judge what sort ol narrative 
to give, in these circumstances, or whether he was] 
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any at all. We saw nothing of his situation ; heard only the 
sound of his voice ; and hearing it, never doubted but he must 
i be perorating in official garments from the rostrum, instead of 
\ sp^ng trustfully by the fireside. For the chief ground of of- 
i fence seemed to be, that the story was not noble enough ; that 
I it entered on details of too poor and private a nature ; verged 
here and there towards garrulity ; was not, in one word, written 
^ the style of what we call a gentleman. Whether it might be 
written in the style of a, man, and how far these two styles might 
he compatible, and what might be their relative worth and pre- 
ferableness, was a deeper question ; to which apparently no 
heed had been given. Yet herein lay the very cream of the 
matter ; for Goethe was not writing to * persons of quality' in 
England, but to persons of heart and head in Europe ; a some- 
what different problem perhaps, and requiring a somewhat dif- 
ferent solution. As to this ignobleness and freedom of detail, 
especially, we may say, that, to a German, few accusations 
could appear more surprising than this, which, with us, con- 
stitutes the head and front of his offending. Goethe, in his own 
country, far from being accused of undue familiarity towards 
Jws readers, had, up to that date, been labouring under precisely 
^ opposite charge. It was his stateliness, his reserve, his in- 
ference, his contempt for the public, that were censured. 
Strange, almost inexplicable, as many of his works might ap- 
pear; loud, sorrowful, and altogether stolid as might be the 
criticisms they underwent, no word of explanation could be 
Wrung from him ; he had never even deigned to write a pre- 
fece. And in later and juster days, when the study of Poetry 
1 came to be prosecuted in another spirit, and it was found that 
Goethe was standing, not like a culprit to plead for himself be- 
fore the literary plebeians, but like a high teacher and preacher, 
yspeaking for truth, to whom hothpiebeians and patricians were 
i/hound to give all ear, the outward difficulty of interpreting his 
works began indeed to vanish ; but enough still remained, nay ; 
increased curiosity had given rise to new difficulties and deeper 
inquiries. Not only what were these works, but how did they 
originate, became questions for the critic. Yet several of Goethe's 
chief productions, and of his smaller poems nearly the whole, 
seemed so intimately interwoven with his private history, that, 
without some knowledge of this, no answer to such questions 
could be given. Nay commentaries have been written on single 
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pieces of his, endeavouring, by way of guess, to supply tW 
deficiency.* We can thus judge whether, to the Germans, sud 
minuteness of exposition in Dichlung und Wahrheit may ti&d 
seemed a sin. Few readers of Goethe, we beiieve, but woaJI 
wish rather to see it extended than curtailed. j 

It is our duty also to remark, if aiiy one be Still unaware q 
it, that the Memoirs of Goethe, published some years ago a 
London, can have no real concern with this Autobiography 
The rage of Iiunger is an excuse for much ; otherwise that Cm 
man Translator, whom indignant Reviewers have proved tl 
know no German, were a highly reprehensible man. His wodL 
it appears, is done from the French, and shows subtractions 
and what is worse, additions. But the unhappy Dragoman haj 
already been chastised, perhaps too sharply. If, warring wtB 
the reefs and breakers and cross eddies of Life, he still hova 
on this side the shadow of Night, and any word of ours nugMj 
reach him, we would rather say : Courage, Brother ! grow hmi 
est, and times will mend ! I 

It would appear, then, that for inquirers into Foreign Lita 
rature, for all men aaxious to . ee and understand the EunpeM 
world as it lies around them, a j.'reat problem is presented ii 
this Goethe ; a singular, highly s'^ificant phenomenon, tf\ 
now also means more or less compl:'te for ascertaining its sifl 
nificance. A man of wonderful, nay unexampled reputation and 
intellectual influence among forty millions of reflective, serioul 
and cultivated men, invites us to study hira ; and to detemiinl 
for ourselves, whether and how far such influence has beensal^ 
tary, such reputation merited. That this call will one day U 
answered, that Goethe will be seen and judged of in his rdj 
character among us, appears certain enough. His name, loJ^ 
familiar everywhere, has now awakened the attention of critic 
in ai! European countries to his works : he is studied wherevfl 
true study exists ; eagerly studied even in France ; nay, son* 
considerable knowledge of his nature and spiritual importanfl 
seems already to prevail there.' j 

For ourselves, meanwhile, in giving all due weight to | 
curious an exhibition of opinion, it is doubtless our part, at tl 

' See, in particular. Dr. Kannegiesser Via- Gocliis Hiinsriist im W 

> witness Li Tnsst. Dramt far Duval, and the Cril 
also llie Kjiays in the Qlnbe, Nos. %%, ^t, (.t^aG). 
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same time, to beware that we do not give it too much. This 
universal sentiment of admiration is wonderful, is interesting 
enough ; but it must not lead us astray. We English stand as 
yet without the sphere of it ; neither will we plunge blindly in, 
but enter considerately, or, if we see good, keep aloof from it 

(altogether. Fame, we may understand, is no sure test of merit, 
but only a probability of such : it is an accident, not a pro- 
perty, of a man ; like light, it can give little or nothing, but at 
most may show what is given ; often it is but a false glare, 
dazzling the eyes of the vulgar, lending by casual extrinsic 
splendour the brightness and manifold glance of the diamond 
to pebbles of no value. A man is in all cases simply the man, 
of the same intrinsic worth and weakness, whether his worth 
and weakness lie hidden in the depths of his own conscious- 
ness, or be betrumpeted and beshouted from end to end of the 
habitable globe. These are plain truths, which no one should 
lose sight of ; though, whether in love or in anger, for praise or 
for condemnation, most of us are too apt to forget them. But 
least of all can it become the critic to 'follow a multitude to do 
evil/ even when that evil is excess of admiration : on the con- 
trary, it will behove him to lift up his voice, how feeble soever, 
Ylotw unheeded soever, against the common delusion ; from 
which, if he can save, or help to save, any mortal, his endea- 
vours will have been repaid. 

With these things in some measure before us, we must re- 
mind our readers of another influence at work in this affair, and 
one acting, as we think, in the contrary direction. That piti- 

Iful enough desire for * originality,* which lurks and acts in all 
minds, will rather, we imagine, lead the critic of Foreign Lite- 
rature to adopt the negative than the affirmative with regard to 
Goethe. If a writer indeed feel that he is writing for England 
alone, invisibly and inaudibly to the rest of the Earth, the tempt- 
ations may be pretty equally balanced ; if he write for some 
small conclave, which he mistakenly thinks the representative 
of England, they may sway this way or that, as it chances. But 
writing in such isolated spirit is no longer possible. Traffic, 
with its swift ships, is uniting all nations into one ; Europe at 
large is becoming more and more one public ; and in this pub- 
lic, the voices for Goethe, compared with those against him, are 
in the proportion, as we reckon them, both as to the number 
and value, of perhaps a hundred to one. 'W^ Vak'^ vcl^ -wciX.C^^-' 
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" Fr TrifT- The bias of oo- 
P »il«|; tl^reiaf^ ■«* lie loihewdgof censare; XBdwboeicf 
ttwiac •!* dun «cp fonmd. «U sndi kaovtedge as oar o 
Mm critics have of GoOfac, to CB^^Cen dK Earopean pobB^ bjr 
coHCndKtiflB ta *ii** imffrr ifiaAin a Ikjuuii^ wfaidi^ in esti> 
■Ma ^ hit othwerit^ oaght mwit^i. to be ibtsotien. 

Obt ow view cf the caie comodes^ we coofes, in « 
d^ree with that of the majority. We reda» that Goethe's bme 
has, to a considerable extent, been dcsened ; that his tnflueitce 
has been of high benehl to his avra coaatUj ; nay hmh^ thai it 
promises to be of benefit to us, aiul to all other oations. The 
essentia] grounds of this opinion, which to ^Lplain minotely n 
a long, indeed boundless ta^ wc may state without manynords. 
Wefind then in Goethe, an Artist, in the high and andenl mean- 
ing of that term ; in the meaning which it may hare borne long 
ago among the masters of Italian painting, and the fathers ot 
Poetry in England ; we say that we trace in the creations of 
this man, belonging in every sense to our own time, some touches 
of thai old, divine spirit, which had long passed awajr ^om 
among us, nay which, as has often been laboriously demon- 
Blrated, was not to return to this world any mora 

Or perhaps we come nearer our meaning, if we say that ii 
Goethe wc discover by far the most striking instance, in oui 
time, of a writer who is, in strict speech, what Philosophy cai 
call a Man. He is neither noble nor plebeian, neither liberal 
nor servile, nor infidel nor devotee ; but the best excellence of 
a// these, joined in pure union ; ■ a cle ar and universal Man. ' 
Goethe's poetry is no separate faculty, no mental handicraft ; 
but the voice of the whole harmonious manhood : nay it is 
very harmony, the living and life-giving harmony of that rich 
manhood which forms his poetry. All good men may be called 
pods in act, or in word ; all good poels are so in both. ~ 
(iocthe besides appears lo us as a person of that deep endow- 
ment, and gifted vision, of that experience also and sympathy 
in the ways of all men, which qualify him to stand forth, not 
only ns the literary ornament, but in many respects too as 
Teacher and exemplar of his age. For, to say nothing of his 
niiturul Rifls, he has cultivated himselt and his art, he has 
mudicd how to live and lo write, with a fidelity, an unwearied 
■^"""—""M, of which there is no other living instance; ofwhicti. 
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among British poets especially, Wordsworth alone offers any re- 
semblance. And this in our view is the result : To our minds, 
in these soft, melodious imaginations of his, there is embodied 
the Wisdom which is proper to this time ; the beautiful, the re-j 
li^ous Wisdom, which may still, with something of its old im* ' 
pressiveness, speak to the whole soul ; still, in these hard, un- 1 
believing utilitarian days, reveal to us gUmpses of the Unseen 1 
but not unreal World, that so the Actual and the Ideal may I 
again meet together, and clear Knowledge be again wedded to ' 
Religion, in the life and business of men. 

Such is our conviction or persuasion with regard to the 
poetry of Goethe. Could we demonstrate this opinion to be 
true, could we even exhibit it with that degree of clearness and 
consistency which it has attained in our own thoughts, Goethe 
were, on our part, sufficiently recommended to the best atten- 
tion of all thinking men. But, unhappily, it is not a subject 
susceptible of demonstration : the merits and characteristics of 
a Poet are not to be set forth by logic ; but to be gathered by» 
personal, and as in this case it must be, by deep and careful 
inspection of his works. / Nay Goethe's world is every way so 
different from ours ; it costs us such effort, we have so much to 
remember, and so much to forget, before we can transfer our- 
selves in any measure into his peculiar point of vision, that a 
right study of him, for an Englishman, even of ingenuous, 
open, inquisitive mind, becomes unusually difficult ; for a fixed, 
decided, contemptuous Englishman, next to impossible. To a 
reader of the first class, helps may be given, explanations will 
remove many a difficulty; beauties that lay hidden may be 
made apparent ; and directions, adapted to his actual position, 
wiU at length guide him into the proper track for such an in- 
quiry. All this, however, must be a work of progression and 
detail. To do our part in it, from time to time, must rank 
among the best duties of an English Foreign Review. Mean- 
while, our present endeavour limits itself within far narrower 
bounds. We cannot aim to make Goethe known, but only to I 
prove that he is worthy of being known ; at most, to point out, | 
as it were afar off, the path by which some knowledge of him 
may be obtained. A slight glance at his general literary cha- 
racter and procedure, and one or two of his chief productions 
which throw light on these, must for the present suffice. 
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A French diplomatic personage, contemplating Coellie's 
physiognomy, is said to have observed; yioid utt hommt qmi 
tu beaucoitp di chagrins. A truer version of the matter, Go«he 
himself seems to think, would have been: Here is a man nho 
has struggled toughly ; who has es sich reehi sauer wercUtt lasso. 
Goethe's life, whether as a writer and thinker, or as a living 
active man, has indeed been a life of effort, of earnest toilsome 
endeavour after all excellence. Accordingly, his intellectual 
progress, his spiritual and moral history, as it rnay be galhered 
from his successive Works, furnishes, with us, no small portion 
of the pleasure and profit we derive from perusing them. Par- 
ticipating deeply in all the influences of his age, he has from 
the first, at every new epoch, stood forth to elucidate the nw 
circumstances of the time ; to offer the instruction, the solace, 
which that time required. His literary life divides itself into 
two portions widely different in character : the products of the 
first, once so new and original, have long, either directly 
through the thousand thousand imitations of them, been familiat 
to us ; with the products of the second, equally original, and in 
our day far more precious, we are yet little acquainted. These 
two classes of works stand curiously related with each other 
at first view, in strong contradiction, yet, in truth, 
together by the strictest sequence. For Goethe has not onl; 
suffered and mourned in bitter agony under the spiritual pei 
plexities of his time; but he has also mastered these, he 
above them, and has shown others how to rise above theio. A 
one time, we found him in darkness, and now he is in light . 
was once an Unbeliever, and row he is a Believer ; and he b« 
lieves, moreover, not by denying his unbelief, but by followinj 
it out ; not by stopping short, still less turning back, in his ia 
quiries, but by resolutely prosecuting them. This, it appears ti 
us, is a case of singular interest, and rarely exemplified, if at all 
elsewhere, in these our days. How has this man, to whom tb 
world once offered nothing but blackness, denial and despait 
attained to that better vision which now shows it to him 
tolerable only, but full of solemnity and loveliness? Mow 
the belief of a Saint been united in this high and true min 
with the clearness of a Sceptic ; the devout spirit of a F&i 
Ion made to blend in soft harmony with the gaiety, the 
the shrewdness of a Voltaire ? 

Goethe's two earliest works are Giits von Berlichingeit 
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tile Sorrows of Werier, The boundless influence and popularity 
tile}' gained, both at home and abroad, is well known. It was 
tiieythat established almost at once his literary fame in his own 
country; and even determined his subsequent private history 
for they brought him into contact with the Duke of Weimar; in 
Connexion with whom, the Poet, engaged in manifold duties, 
political as well as literary, has lived for fifty-four years, and 
'till, in honourable retirement, continues to live.** Their effects 
>ver Europe at large were not less striking than in Germany. 

* It would be difficult,* observes a writer on this subject, * to name 
Wo books which have exercised a deeper influence on the subsequent 
iterature of Europe, than these two performances of a young author ; 
is first-fruits, the produce of his twenty-fourth year. " Werter appeared 
D seize the hearts of men in all quarters of the world, and to utter for 
iem the word which they had long been waiting to hear. As usually 
^^ens, too, this same word, once uttered, was soon abundantly re- 
eated ; spoken in all dialects, and chanted through all notes of the 
unnt, till the sound of it had grown a weariness rather than a pleasure. 
ceptical sentimentality, view -hunting, love, friendship, suicide, and 
esperation, became the staple of literary ware ; and though the epi- 
emic, after a long course of years, subsided in Germany, it reappeared 
ith various modifications in other countries, and everywhere abundant 
aces of its good and bad effects are still to be discerned. The fortune 
I Berlichingen with the Iron Handy though less sudden, was by no 
leans less exalted. In his own country, G'dtz^ though he now standi 
)litary and childless, became the parent of an innumerable progeny of 
livalry plays, feudal delineations, and poetico-antiquarian performances; 
hich, though long ago deceased, made noise enough in their day and 
sneration : and with ourselves, his influence has been perhaps still more 
imarkable. Sir Walter Scott*s first literary enterprise was a translation 
f Gotz von Berlichingen ; and, if genius could be communicated like 
istruction, we might call this work of Goethe*s the prime cause of 
Tarmion and the Lady of the Lake^ with all that has followed from the 
ime creative hand. Truly, a grain of seed that has lighted on the right 
)il 1 For if not firmer and fairer, it has grown to be taller and broader 
lan any other tree ; and all the nations of the earth are still yearly 
athering of its fruit. 

* But, overlooking these spiritual genealogies, which bring little cer- 
linty and little profit, it may be sufficient to observe of Berlichingen 
id Werter y that they stand prominent among the causes, or, at the very 
tast, among the signals of a great change in modem literature. The 

* Since the above was written, that worthy Prince, — ^worthy, we have 
aderstood. in all respects, exemplary in whatever concerned Literature and 
le Arts, —has been called suddenly away. He died on his road from Berlin, 
ear I'oigau, on the 24th of Jime. 
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lonner directed men's ntlention with a new force to the picUireqM 
effects of the Past; and the latter, for the lir^t tim^ allempted tlie mt 
accurate delineation of a class of feelings deeplj impoitant to md^i 
minds, but for which our elder poetry offered no expcFoent, and pcrfnp 
could offer none, because the; sis feelings that aii^e from Passion in- 
capable of being converted into Action, and belong cliiefly lo 
indolent, cultivated ami unbelieving as our own. This, Qotwitli^ai>diDg 
the dash of falsehood which may exist in (frrler itself, and the bound- 
less delirium of extravagance which tt called forth in others, h a h^ 






which cannot justly be denied it, The English reader ought ilM 



o understand that our current ver^on of IVn-ler is mutilated and iu 
curate : it comes to us through the all-subduing medium of the French, 
shorn of its caustic strength, with its melanclioly rendered maudlin, iQ 
hero reduced from the statelf gloom of a broken-hearted poet to ^E 
tearful wrangling of a dyspeptic tailor.'' 

To the snme dark wayward mood, which, in WerUr, pons 
kself forth in bitter wailings over human life; and, in Seffi^ 
ingeit, appears as a fond and sad looking back into the Pas^ 
belong various other productions of Goethe's ; for example, lb* 
Mitsckuldigen, and the first idea al Faust, which, however, 
was not realised in actual composition till a calmer period ol 
his history. Of this early harsh and crude yet fervid and genial 
period, Werler may stand here as the representative; »ii4 
viewed in its exietnal and internal relation, will help lo illus- 
trate both the writer and the public he was writing for. 

At the present day, it would be dilRcult for us, sal 
nay sated to nausea, as we have been with the doctrines of 
Sentimentality, to estimate the boundless interest which JCwW 
must have excited when lirst given to the world. It was tl 
new in all senses ; it was wonderful, yet wished for, both in 
own country and in every other. The Literature of Gennaoj 
had as yet but partially awakened from its long torpor : detp 
learning, deep reflection, have at no time been wanting there; 
but the creative spirit had for above a century been almost **■ 
tinct. Of late, however, the Ramlers, Rabeners, Gellerts, bad 
attained to no inconsiderable polish of style ; Klopstock's Hit- 
sias had caUed forth the admiration, and perhaps still more lbs 
pride, of the country, as a piece of art ; a high enthusiasm w 
abroad ; Lessing had roused the minds of men lo a deeper md 
truer interest in Literature, had even decidedly begun to int 
duce a heartier, warmer and more expressive style. The Ga 
* Appeudiit 1, No. a. % Go!lfK,\r4oi. 
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mans were on the alert ; in expectation, or at least in full readi- 
ness for some far bolder impulse; waiting for the Poet that 
might speak to them from the heart to the heart. It was in 
Goethe that such a Poet was to be given them. 

Nay the Literature of other countries, placid, self-satisfied 
as they might seem, was in an equally expectant condition. 
Everywhere, as in Germany, there was polish and languor, ex- 
ternal glitter and internal vacuity: it was not 6re, but a picture 
of fire, at which no soul could be warmed. Literature had 
sunk from hs former vocation: it no longer held the mirror up 
to Nature; no longer reflected, in many-coloured expressive 
symbols, the actual passions, the hopes, sorrows, joys of living 
men; but dwelt in a remote conventional world, in Castles of 
Olranlo, in Epigoniads and Leonidases, among clear, metallic 
heroes, and white, high, stainless beauties, in whom the drapery 
and elocution were nowise the least important qualities. Men 
thought it right that the heart should swell into magnanimity 
with Caractacus and Cato, and melt Into sorrow with many an 
Eliza and Adelaide; but the heart was in no haste either to 
swell or to melt. Some pulses of heroical sentiment, a few un- 
natural tears might, with conscientious readers, be actually 
squeezed forth on such occasions : but they came only from the 
surface of the mind; nay had the conscientious man consi- 
dered of the matter, he would have found that they ought not 
to have come at all. Our only English poe t of the period was 
Goldsmith; a pure, clear, genuine spirit, Tiad he been of depth 
or strength sufficient: his Vicar of WakeJUld remains the best 
of all modern Idyls; but it is and was nothing more. And con- 
^der our leading writers ; consider the poetry of Gray, and ihe 
p toae of Johnson. The first a laborious mosaic, through the 
hiud stiff lineaments of which little life or true grace could 
be expected to look : real feeling, and aU freedom of ex- 
presung it, are sacrificed to pomp, to cold splendour ; for 
vigour we have a certain mouthing vehemence, too elegant in- 
deed to be tumid, yet essentially foreign to the heart, and seen 
11 extend no deeper than the mere voice and gestures. Were 
I! not for his Letters, which are full of warm exuberant power, 
ivi; might almost doubt whether Gray was a man of genius; nay 
1 living man at all, and not rather some thousand-times 
e cunningly devised poetical turning-loom, than that of 
*'s Philosophers in Laputa. Johnson's prose is true, indeed. 
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and sound, and full of practical sense : few men have scea auat 
clearly into tlie motives, the interests, the whole walk and ■ 
versation of the living busy world as it lay before him; but 
farther than this busy, and, to most of us, rather prosaic wotU, 
he seldom looked: his instruction is for men of business, and 
in regard to matters of business alone. Prudence is the highesl 
Virtue he can inculcate; and for that finer portion of our 
ture, that portion of it which belongs essentially to Literature 
strictly so called, where our highest feelings, our best joys and 
keenest sorrows, our Doubt, our Love, our Religion reside, be 
has no word to utter ; no remedy, no counsel to give us in 
straits ; or at most, if, like poor Boswell, the patient is impor- 
tunate, will answer; "My dear Sir, endeavour to clear your 
mind of Cant." 

The turn which Philosophical speculation had taken b 
preceding age corresponded with this tendency, and enhanced 
its narcotic influences ; or was, indeed, properly speaking, the 
root they had sprung from. Locke, himself a clear, humble- 
minded, patient, reverent, nay religious man, had paved tlie 
way for banishing religion from the world. Mind, by being 
modelled in men's Imaginations into a Shape, a Visibility; and 
reasoned of as if it had been some composite, divisible and re- 
unitable substance, some finer chemical salt, or curious piece 
of logical joinery, — began to lose its immaterial, mysterioul, 
divine though invisible character; it was tacitly figured U 
something that might, were our organs fine enough, be MM. 
Vet who had ever seen it ? Who could ever see it f Thus by 
degrees it passed into a Doubt, a Relation, some faint PosM- 
bility ; and at last into a highly-probable Nonentity, Follow- 
ing Locke's footsteps, the French had discovered that 'as the 
stomach secretes Chyle, so does the brain secrete Thought' 
And what then was Religion, what was Poetry, what was all 
high and heroic feeling? Chiefly a delusion ; often a false and 
pernicious one. Poetry indeed was still to be preserved ; because 
Poetry was a useful thing : men needed amusement, and loved 
to amuse themselves with Poetry : the playhouse was a pretty 
lounge of an evening ; then there were so many precepts, & 
rical, didactic, so much more impressive for the rhyme; to : 
nothing of your occasional verses, birthday odes, epithalam- 
ns, epicediums, by which 'the dream of existence may be so 
considerably sweetened and eiXLbelUab.ed.' May does not Foe- 
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tiy, acting on the imaginations of men, excite them to daring 
purposes; sometimes, as in the case of Tyrtaeus, to fight better; 
a which wise may it not rank as a useful stimulant to man, 
'long with Opium and Scotch Whisky, the manufacture of 
^hich is allowed by law? In Heaven's name, then, let Poetry 
>e preserved. 

With Religion, however, it fared somewhat worse. In the 
yes of Voltaire and his disciples, Religion was a superfluity, 
ideed a nuisance. Here, it is true, his followers have since 
>und that he went too far ; that Religion, being a great sanc- 
on to civil morality, is of use for keeping society in order, at 
^st the lower classes, who have not the feeling of Honour in 
ue force ; and therefore, as a considerable help to the Con- 
able and Hangman, ought decidedly to be kept up. But such 
deration is the fruit only of later days. In those times, there 
as no question but how to get rid of it, root and branch, the 
joner the better. A gleam of zeal, nay we will call it, how- 
ler basely alloyed, a glow of real enthusiasm and love of truth, 
ay have animated the minds of these men, as they looked 
»road on the pestilent jungle of Superstition, and hoped to 
^r the earth of it forever. This little glow, so alloyed, so 
ntaminated with pride and other poor or bad admixtures, 
IS the last which thinking men were to experience in Europe 
r a time. So is it always in regard to Religious Belief, how 
graded and defaced soever: the delight of the Destroyer and 
enier is no pure delight, and must soon pass away. With 
•Id, with skilful hand, Voltaire set his torch to the jungle : it 
SLzed aloft to heaven ; and the flame exhilarated and comforted 
e incendiaries ; but, unhappily, such comfort could not con- 
lue. Ere long this flame, with its cheerful light and heat, 
is gone : the jungle, it is true, had been consumed ; but, with 

entanglements, its shelter and its spots of verdure also ; and 
e black, chill, ashy swamp, left in its stead, seemed for a 
ne a greater evil than the other. 

In such a state of painful obstruction, extending itself every- 
lere over Europe, and already master of Germany, lay the 
neral mind, when Goethe first appeared in Literature. What- 
er belonged "to the finer nature of man had withered under 
e Harmattan breath of Doubt, or passed away in the con- 
.gration of open Infidelity ; and now, where the Tree of Life 
ice bloomed and brought fruit of goodliest savour, there was 
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only barrenness and desolation. To such as could iind so 
cient interest in the day-labour and day-wages of earthly ensl- 
ence: in the resources of the five bodily Senses, and of Vaniij, 
the only mental sense which yet flourished, which liourislied 
indeed with gigantic vigour, matters were still not so bad. Such 
men helped themselves forward, as they will generally do; and 
found the world, if not an altogether proper sphere (for ereiy 
man, disguise it as he may, has a soul in him), at least a toler- 
able enough place ; where, by one item and another, : 
comfort, or show of comfort, might from time to time be got 
up, and these few years, especially since they were so few, Iw 
spent without much murmuring. But to men affliaed with the 
' malady of Thought,' some devoutness of temper was an it 
evitable heritage ; to such the noisy forum of the world could 
appear but an empty, altogether insufficient concern ; and tht 
whole scene of life had become hopeless enough. Unhappily, 
such feelings are yet by no means so infrequent with ourselves 
that we need stop here to depict them. That state of Unbdlef 
from which the Germans do seem to be in some measure de- 
livered, still presses with incubus force on the greater part of 
Europe ; and nation after nution, each in its own way, feels 
that the lirst of all moral probknis is how to cast it off, as ' 

rise above it. Governments naturally attempt the first ei- 
pedient ; Philosophers, in general, the second. 

The poet, says Schiller, is a citizen not only of his countrT, 
but of his time. Whatever occupies and interests men in gene- I 
ral, will interest him still more. That nameless Unrest, i** I 
blind struggle of a sou! in bondage, that high, sad, longing Dis- 
content, which was agitating every bosom, had driven Goelhe 
almost to despair. All felt it ; he alone could give it vmce- 
And here lies the secret of his popnlarily; in his deep, suscep- 
tive heart, he felt a thousand times more keenly what every oc 
was feeling ; with the creative gift which belonged to him *' 
I poet, he bodied it forth into visible shape, gave it a Iocs' 
inbitation and a name ; and so made himself the spokesman 
>f his generation. IVerter is but the cry of that dim, rooted 
pain, under which all thoughtful men of a certain age were " 
guishing : it paints the misery, it passionately utters the 
plaint ; and heart and voice, all over Europe, loudly and at 
IX respond to it. True, it prescribes no remedy ; for that 
s a far different, bx ha,rdet env&T^ti^e, \a -which other yeaft 
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and a higher culture were required ; but even this utterance of 
the pain, even this little, for the present, is ardently grasped 
at, and with eager sympathy appropriated in every bosom. If 
Byron's life-weariness, his moody melancholy, and mad stormful 
indignation, borne on the tones of a wild and quite artless mel- 
ody, could pierce so deep into many a British heart, now that 
the whole matter is no longer new, — is indeed old and trite, 
— we may judge with what vehement acceptance this Werter 
must have been welcomed, coming as it did like a voice from 
unknown regions ; the first thrilling peal of that impassioned 
dirge, which, in country after country, men's ears have listened 
to, till they were deaf to all else. For Werter, infusing itself 
mto the core and whole spirit of Literature, gave birth to a 
race of Sentimentalists, who have raged and wailed in every 
part of the world; till better light dawned on them, or at worst, 
exhausted Nature laid herself to sleep, and it was discovered 
that lamenting was an unproductive labour. These funereal 
choristers, in Germany a loud, haggard, tumultuous, as well as 
tearful class, were named the Kraftmdnner, or Power-men ; but 
have all long since, like sick children, cried themselves to rest. 
Byron was our English Sentimentalist and Power-man ; the 
strongest of his kind in Europe ; the wildest, the gloomiest, 
and it may be hoped tKe last. For what good is it to * whine, 
put finger i* the eye, and sob,' in such a case ? Still more, to 
snarl and snap in malignant wise, * like dog distract, or monkey 
sick' ? Why should we quarrel with our existence, here as it 
lies before us, our field and inheritance, to make or to mar, for 
better or for worse ; in which, too, so many noblest men have, 
ever from the beginning, warring with the very evils we war 
^th, both made and been what will be venerated to all time ? 

What shapest thou here at the World ? *Tis shapen long ago ; 

The Maker shaped it, he thought it best even so. 

Thy lot is appointed, go follow its hest ; 

Thy joume3r*s b^;un, thou must move and not rest ; 

For sorrow and care cannot alter thy case, 

And nmning, not raging, will win thee the race. 

Meanwhile, of the philosophy which reigns in Werter^ and 
^hich it has been our lot to hear so often repeated elsewhere, 
We may here produce a short specimen. The following pass- 
He will serve our turn ; and be, if we mistake not, new to the 
>Qere English reader : 
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' That tbe life of man is but a dream, bas come into many ■ 
■iid wllh me, too, some feeling of timl son is ever at work. Vlhet 1 
look upon the liinils within which man's powen of action and ii 
•re hemmel in ; when I see how all effort issaes ^mplj in pro 

supply for winCs, which again have no object but conunuing this pWC 
eiiscence of ours; and then, thai all satislacdon on certain pwnU OT is- 
quiiy is but a. dieamiDg resignation, while jou paint, with many -coloiDtd 
figures and gay prcspects, the walls joa at imprisoned bf, — afl lia, 
Wilhclm, makes me dumb. I return to my own heart, and Hai that 
such a world t Yet a world, too, more in forecast and dim desire, tim 
in vision and living power. And then all swims before my mind'E ejtj 
and BO 1 smile, and again go dreaming on as otheis do. 

'That children know not what they wani, all conscienlion.'i tnton 
and educalion-phUosophei^ have long been agreed : bul Ihat flill-gnnnl 
men, as well as children, staler to and &□ along this earth; like dies^ 
not knowing whence they come or whilber ihey go ; aiming, just H 
little, after true objects; govcmed just as well by biscuit, c^e« sni 
birchrods : this is what no one tikes to believe; and yet it seemx to me, 
the fact is lying under our very nose. 

' I will confess to thee, (or I know what thou wouldst saytomc 
this point, that those arc the happiest, who, like children, live from i 
day to the other, carrying their dolls about with them, to dre^ and 
dress; gliding also, with the highest respect, before the drawer iri 
mamma has locked the gingerbread; and, when they do gel theinsb 
for morsel, devouring it with pulTed-out cheeks, and crying, Moiel— 
these are the fortunate of the earth. Well islt likewise with those vko 
can label their rag-gathering emplovmeotsi or perhaps their pai 
with pompous titles, and represent them to maakind as gigantic r 
takings for its welfare and salvation. Happy the man who can Uve in 
Inch wise ! But he who, in bis humility, observes where all this issues, 
who sees how featly any small thriving citizen can trim his patch of 
garden into a Paradise, and with what unbroken heart even thenn' 
crawls along under his burden, and all are alike ardent to see thi 
of this sun but one minute longer , — yes, he is silent, and he too 
his world ont of himself, and he too is happy because he is a man. 
then, hemmed-in as he is, he ever keeps in his heart the sweet feelil^ 
of freedom, and that this dungeon — can be left when he likes.'' 

What Goethe's own temper and habit of thought must have 
been, while the materials of such a work were forming ^he^^' 
selves within his heart, might be in some tiegree conjectured, 
and he has himself infonned us. We quote the following passi 
age from his Dichtung nnd Wahrheit. The writing of WerUfi 
it would seem, indicating so gloomy, almost desperate a stall 
of mind in the author, was at the same time a symptom, inileed 
• Leiden iesptngat. Werther. Am aa May. 
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a cause, of his now having got delivered from such melancholy. 
Far from recommending suicide to others, as Werter has often 
been accused of doing, it was the first proof that Goethe him- 
self had abandoned these * hypochondriacal crotchets :* the 
imaginary * Sorrows' had helped to free him from many real 
ones. 

* Such weariness of life,* he says, *has its physical and its spiritual 
causes; those we shall leave to the Doctor, these to the Moralist, for 
investigation; and in this so trite matter, touch only on the main point, 
where that phenomenon expresses itself most distinctly. All pleasure 
in life is founded on the regular return of external things. The alter- 
nations of day and night, of the seasons, of the blossoms and fruits, and 
whatever else meets us from epoch to epoch with the offer and com- 
mand of enjojnnent, — these are the essential springs of earthly existence. 
The more open we are to such enjo)anents, the happier we feel our- 
sdves ; but, should the vicissitude of these appearances come and go 
irithout our taking interest in it; should such benignant invitations 
address themselves to us in vain, then follows the greatest misery, the 
heaviest malady; one grows to view life as a sickening burden. We 
have heard of the Englishman who hanged himself, to be no more troubled 
with daily putting off and on his clothes. I knew an honest gardener, 
the overseer of some extensive pleasure-grounds, who once splenetically 
exclaimed : Shall I see these clouds for ever passing, then, from east to 
'West ? It is told of one of our most distinguished men,' that he viewed 
with dissatisfaction the spring again growing green, and wished that, by 
way of change, it would for once be red. These are specially the symp- 
toms of life- weariness, which not seldom issues in suicide, and, at this 
time, among men of meditative, secluded character, was more frequent 
than might be supposed. 

* Nothing, however, will sooner induce this feeling of satiety than 
the return of love. The first love, it is said justly, is the only one ; for 
in the second, and by the second, the highest significance of love is in 
fact lost. That idea of infinitude, of everlasting endurance, which sup- 
ports and bears it aloft, is destroyed : it seems transient, like all that 
returns. * * * 

* Farther, a young man soon comes to find, if not in himself, at least 
in others, that moral epochs have their course, as well as the seasons. 
The favour of the great, the protection of the powerful, the help of the 
active, the goodwill of the many, the love of the few, all fluctuates up 
and down ; so that we cannot hold it fast, any more than we can hold 
sun, moon and stars. And yet these things are not mere natural events : 
such blesidngs flee away from us, by our own blame or that of others, by 
accident or destiny ; but they do flee away, they fluctuate, and we are 
never sure of them. 

' LesEsing, we believe: but perhaps it was less the greenness of spring 
that vexed Mm than Jacobi's too lyrical admiration of it. Ed« 
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' But what mnst pains the yoting man of sensiblUly i^ Ihe mc 
rctHni of our faults; for how long is it before we leam, that, in 
vating our virtues, we nourisli our liiults along with them ! tlie toaxr 
rest oa the ktter, as on their roots ; and these lami^ themselves in seen 
ns strongly and as wide, as those others in the open light. Now, i 
we for most part practise our virtues with forethought and will, bat I7 
our faults are overtaken unexpectedly, the former seldom give us mui^ 
jn^, the latter are continually giving us sorrow ood distress. Indeed, hcFE 
lies the subtlest difficulty in Self-knowledge, the difficulty which AoM 
renders it impossible. But figure, in addition to all this, the heAt of 
youthful blood, an imoginatiou easily fasdnated and paralysed by indi- 
vidual objects; farther, the wavering commotions of the day; and you 
will find that an impatient striving to free oneself from such a pressure 

'However, these gloomy conlemplalioQs, which, if a man yield I* 
them, will lead him to boundless lengths, could not have so decidedlj 
developed themselves in our young German minds, had not some Ml- 
ward cause encited and forwarded us in this sorrowful employment Such 
a cause existed for us id the Literature, especially the Poetical Litentoie, 
of England, Ihe great qualities of which are accompanied by a certlili 
earnest melancholy, which it imports to every one that occupies hi 
with it. 

'In such an element, with such an environment of circumsluiccs, 
with studies arid tastes of this sort; harassed by unsatisfied desires, ei- 
temally nowhere called forth to important action; with the sole proipect 
of dragging on a languid, spiritless, mere civic hfe, — we hod recuired, 
in our disconsolate pride, to the thought that life, when it no longer 
lulled one, might be cast aside at pleasure; and had helped ouisdrei 
hereby, stintedly enough, over (he crosses and tediums ol the time. Theat 
sentiments were so universal, that Iferier, on this veiy accoonC, cmld 
produce the greatest effect; striking in everywhere with the dominvit 
humour, and representing the interior of a sickly youthful heart, in > 
visible and palpable shape. How accurately the English have kuomi 
this sorrow, might be seen from these few significant lines, written bcfbtl 
the appearance of iVfiier; 

To griefs congenial prone. 

More wounds than nature gave he knew. 

While misery's form bis fancy drew 

In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own.* 
' Self-murder is an occurrence in men's aftairs which, how much so 
ever it may have already been discussed and commented upon, exdtes 
an interest in every mortal ; and, at every new era, must be discussed 
again. Montesquieu confers on his heroes and great men the ^;hl of 
putting themselves to death when they see good; observing, thatitlUHt 
B So in [he ori^nal. 
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at the will of every one to conclude the Fifth Act of his Tragedy 
whenever he thinks best. Here, however, our business lies not with per- 
•ons who, in activity, have led an important life, who have spent their 
days for some mighty empire, or for the cause of freedom ; and whom one 
may forbear to censure, when, seeing the high ideal purpose which had 
inspired them vanish from the earth, they meditate pursuing it to that 
other undiscovered country. Our business here is with persons to whom, 
properly from want of activity, and in the peacefulest condition imagin- 
able, life has nevertheless, by their exorbitant requisitions on themselves, 
become a burden- As I myself was in this predicament, and know best 
what pain I suffered in it, what efforts it cost me to escape from it, I 
shall not hide the speculations I, from time to time, considerately pro- 
secuted, as to the various modes of death one had to choose from. 

* It is something so unnatural for a man to break loose from him- 
self, not only to hurt, but to annihilate himself, that he for the most part 
catches at means of a mechanical sort for putting his purpose in execu- 
tion. When Ajax falls on his sword, it is the weight of his body that 
performs this service for him. When the warrior adjures his armour- 
bearer to slay him, rather than that he come into the hands of the enemy, 
this is likewise an external force which he secures for himself ; only a 
moral instead of a physical one. Women seek in the water a cooling for 
their desperation ; and the highly mechanical means of pistol-shooting 
insures a quick act with the smallest effort. Hanging is a death one Men- 
tions unwillingly, because it is an ignoble one. In England it may hap- 
pen more readily than elsewhere, because from youth upwards you there 
see that punishment frequent without being specially ignominious. By 
poison, by opening of veins, men aim but at parting slowly from life ; 
and the most refined, the speediest, the most painless death, by means 
of an asp, was worthy of a Queen, who had spent her life in pomp and 
luxurious pleasure. All these, however, are external helps; are ene- 
mies, with which a man, that he may fight against himseltj makes 
league. 

* When I consi<Jered these various methods, and farther, looked 
abroad over history, I could find among all suicides no one that had gone. 
about this deed with such greatness and freedom of spirit as the Emperor 
Otho. This man, beaten indeed as a general, yet nowise reduced to ex- 
tremities, determines, for the good of the Empire, which already in some 
measure belonged to him, and for the saving of so many thousands, to 
leave the world. With his friends he passes a gay festive night, and nex* 
morning it is found that with his own hand he has plunged a sharp dag- 
ger into his heart. This sole act seemed to me worthy of imitation ; and 
I convinced myself that whoever could not proceed herein as Otho had 
done, was not entitled to resolve on renouncing life. By this conviction, 
I saved myself from the purpose, or indeed more properly speaking, from 
the whim, of suicide, which in those fair peaceful times had insinuated 
Itg fflf into the mind of indolent youth. Among a considerable collection 
o£ maas, I possessed a costly well-ground dagger. Th^ 1 \aj^ ^-^^ 
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nislitl? tiesde my b«d ; and before eitinguisliing the ligh^ I tried ii*fr 
titer I conld ractieed id sending the shup point an mdi or two deepbin 
m; breast Bui as I Irulf never could succeed, I at Ltst took to tugb- 
jug m mfsetf ; threw an-ny nil these hypochondriacal crolchcti, aod de- 
temiineil to live. To do this with cheerfnlness, however, I required to 
have some poetical task given me, wherein all thai I had lelt, thoDgM 
or dreamed on this weighlj business might be spoken forth. 'Withwii 
view, I endeavoured to collect the elements which for a year or two hrf 
been Coating about in me; I repret«uted to mywlf tlie circnnuUiKa 
vhicb hofl most opprtssed andafSicled me: but nothing of aimw woiitd 
take tirxa; there was wanting an incident, a &hle, in which I m^ht em- 
body iL 

' All at once I hetir tidings of Jerusalem's death ; and directly lol- 
lowing the gential mmour, came the most precise and drcum^aolull 
desctiplion of the business; and in this instant the plan of fVfrltr WW 
inventeil : the whole shot together from all sida, and became > nM 
moss 1 as the water in the vessel, which already stood on the point of 
Irewing, is by the slightest motion changed at once mlo firm ire. • 

A wide and everyway most important interval divides Ift^ 
Ur.v'itb its sceptical philosopbyand 'hypochondriacal CTOldids,' 
from Goethe's next Novel, WiUielm Meister's ApprtKtirtMf, 
published some twenty years afterwards. This work belongs, 
in al! senses, to the second and sounder period of Goethe's 
life, and may indeed serve as the fullest, if perhaps not the 
purest, impress of it ; being written with due forcthoughli Jl 
various times, during a period of no less than ten years. Con- 
sidered as a piece of Art, there were much to be said oa Meislir; 
all which, however, lies beyond our present purpose. We ate 
here looking at the work chiefly as a document for the wriiei's 
history ; and in this point of view it certainly seems, as con- 
trasted with its more popular precursor, to deserve our best 
attention : for the problem which had been stated in Werter, 
with despair of its solution, is here solved. The lofty entbusi- 
asm, which, wandering wildly over the universe, found no rest- 
ing place, has here reached its appointed home ; and lives in 
harmony with what long appeared to threaten it with aimihila- 
tion. Anarchy has now become Peace ; the once gloomy and 
perturbed spirit is now serene, cheerfully vigorous, and rich " 
good fruits. Neither, which is most important of all, has thi* 
Peace been attained by a surrender to Necessity, or any i 
pact with Delusion ; a seeming blessing, such as yean 

* DititungnHd Wahrhiil. b. iii. ■. an>-3i). 
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dispiritment will of themselves bring to most men, and which is 
indeed no blessing, since even continued battle is better than 
dcstmctioa or captivity ; and peace ot this sort is like that of 
Galgacus's Romans, who." called it peace when they had made 
a desert.' Here the ardent high-aspiring youth has grown into 
the calmest man, yet with mcrease and not toss of ardour, and 
with aspirations higher as well as clearer. For he has con- 
quered his unbelief; the Idea! has been built on the Actual ; 
no longer floats vaguely in darkness and regions of dreams, but 
rests in light, on the firm ground oi human interest and business, 
as in its true scene, on its true basis. 

It is wonderful to see with what softness the scepticism of 
Jarno, the commercial spirit of Werner, the reposing polislie<| 
manhood of Lothario and the Uncle, the unearthly enthusiasm ol 
the Harper, the gay animal vivacity ol Philina, the mystic, ether- 
eal, almost spiritual nature of Mignon, are blended together in 
this work ; how justice is done to each, how each lives trecly in 
his proper element, in his proper form; and how, as Wilhelm him- 
self, the mild-hearted, all-hoping, all-believing Wilhelm, strug- 
gles forwards towards his world o. Art through these curiously 
complected influences, all this unites ilsell into a multifarious, 
yet so harmonious Whole ; as into a clear poetic mirror, where 
man's life and business in this age, his passions and purposes, 
the highest equally with the lowest, arc imaged back to ws in 
beautiful significance. Poetry and Prose are no longer at vari- 
ance ; for the poet's eyes are opened : he sees the changes of 
many-coloured existence, and sees the loveliness and deep pur- 
port which lies hidden under the very meanest oi them ; hidden 
to the vulgar sight, but clear to the poet's ; because the 'open 
secret' is no longer a secret to him, and he knows that the Uni- 
verse isfiiU of goodness ; that whatever has being has beauty. 

Apart from its literary merits or demerits, such is the tem- 
per of mind we trace in Goethe's Meiiler, and, nwrc or less 
expressively exhibited, in all his later works. We reckon it a 
rare phenomenon this temper ; and worthy, in our times, if it 
do exist, ot best study from all inquiring men. How has such 
a temper been attained in this so lofty and impetuous mind, 
once too, dark, desolate and lall ot doubt, more than any other ? 
How may we, each of us in his several sphere, atta" 
strengthen it, for ourselves ? These are questions, this last is 
a question, in which no one is unconcerned. 
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To ansBCr thest questions b> be*ia tfac answer aTibein, 
wotM lead as vaj Ckr bcyund an- ptcscM limiu. It is iM 
a* we bdkfC, witboai looc: seAokMS stndf. wicbovt leaninE 
■■odi »sd ■nkaniMg aiscli. that, tor vijr raao. the aoswer al 
sndi <|iK9tions is ncn to be hoped. Mcaimhile. as nganh 
Coetbe, tbcre is one feainre of the bvsiiicss wfajdi. to us, itmn 
comideTzble light on his inonl perawawntis, and inH not, in 
inveMigaliag the secret of them, be oro-kiolEcd. We allude to 
tbeipirit in which be cullivaies bis An ; the noble, drsifitcitsted, 
almost icligious love with which he loc^^s on An in genenil, and 
•trives towards it as towards the sore, highest, nay only gowL 
We extract one passage from tViUuim Meitur : it may pui 
for a piece of fine declamation, but not in thai light doweofler 
it here. Strange, unaccountable as the thing may seem, we 
have actually evidence before our mind that Goethe believes ia 
such doctrines, nay has in some son lived and endeavoured to 
direct his conduct by (hem. 

'"Look ai men," continues Wilhelm, "how thiT'Gtni^Ie after bop- 
pineu and satisfaction ! Their wishes, their toil, Ui«r gold, ue eret 
hnnting reslleuly ; and after what ? After that which the Poet hM le- 

ceivcri ftnm nature; the right enjoyment of the world; the feeling':' 
hinuelf in others ; the hnimonious conjunction of numy things Ihsl will 
teldom go logethn'. 

' " What is it thnt beeps men in continual discontent nod a^titicn? 
It Is that they aumol make realities correspond with their conc<ptioe% 
that enjoyment steals away from among their hsmds, that the wisbed-ix 
comes too tale, and nothing reached and acquired produces on thebcHt 
the elTect which their longing for it at a dlslance led them to aniicipale- 
Now hie has exalted the Poet above all tliis, as if he were a god. He 
views the conflicting tumnll of the passions; sees families and Icingdoinl 
raging in aimless commotion ; sees those petplcicd enigmas of minm- 
dcntanding, which often a single syllable would explain, occsstwupg 
convuUians unutterably bnlefid. He has a fellow-feeling of the monm- 
ful nni! the joyful in the fate of all mortals. When the man of the world 
ii devoting liii days to wasting melancholy for some deep disappoint- 
ment! or, in the ebullience of joy, is going out to meet his happy da- 
liny, the llghlly-moved and all-conceiving spirit of the Poet steps [orth, 
like the lun from night to day, and with soft transition tunes liis hup to 
jOT or wue. From his heart, its native Boil, springs the fair flower d 
WlMlam 1 and If otiiers white waking dream, and are pained with &n- 
loslic delunlani from their every sense, he passes the dream of life lik* 
one awake, nnd the strangest event is to him nothing, save a pan oflh 
paM and of the future. And thus the Poet is a teacher, a pniph 
friend of gods and men. How t Thou wouldst have him descend . 
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bdghl [o some paltry occupalion ? lie who is fasliioncKt, UI>e a bird, 
hover round Ihe woirld, to nestle on the loftj summits, lo feed on 
Sowers and fniils, eichinging gaily one bough for another, Ae ought also 
to work at the plough like an ox; like i dog lo train himself to the liar- 
ness and draught; or perhaps, tied up in a chain, lo fJird a farm-jard 
by his barking?" 

' Werner, it may well be supposed, had listened with llie greatest 
surptisei " All true," he rejoined, "if men were but made lite birds ; 
and, though they neither span nor weayed, could spend peaceful days in 
perpetual enjoyment : if, at the approach of wioter, they could as easily 
belake themselves lo distant regions ; could rclire before scarcity, and 
fortify themselves against frost." 

' " Poets have hved so," etclaimed Wilhehn, "in times when true 
nobleness was better reverenced ; and so should they ever live. Suffi- 
ciently provided ibr jvithin, Ihey had need of little irom without ; the 
gift of imparting lofty emotions, and glorious images to men, in melo- 
dies and words thai charmed the ear, and fixed themselves inseparably 
on whatever they might touch, of old enraptured the world, and served 
the gifted as a rich inheritance. At the courts of kings, at the tables of 
the great, under the windows of the fair, the sound oi them was heard, 
while the ear and the soul were shut for all beside; and men iett, as we 
do when delight comes over us, and we pause with rapture if, among 
the dingles we are crossing, the voiceof Ihe nightingale starts out, tonch- 

ing and strong. They found a home in every habitation of the world, 
and the lowliness of their condition but exalted them the more. The 
hero listened to their songs, and the Conqueror of the Earth did rever- 
ence to a Poet ; for he felt thai, without poets, his own wild and vast 
existence would pass away like a whirlwind, and be forgotten forever. 
The lover wished that he could feel his longings and his joys so variedly 
and so harmonioDsly as the Poet's inspired lips hod skill to show them 
forth ; and even the rich man could not of himself discern snch costli- 
ness in his idol grandeurs, as when they were presented to him shhung 
in the splendour of the Poet's spirit, sensible to all worth, and enno- 
bling all. Nay, if thou wilt have it, who but the Poet was it that fint 
formed Gods for us ; that eialted us to them, and brought them down 

For a man of Goethe's talent to write many such pieces of 
rhetoric, setting forth the dignity of poets, ami their innate in- 
dependence on external circumstances, could be no very bard 
task; accordingly, we find such sentiments again and again 
3 with still more gracefulness, still clearer 
writings. But to adopt these senti- 
.1 persuasio; 



expressed, 
emphas' 



1 believe tha.t such was still, and n 



t always be, the 



's ApfnntUiship, book IL chap. a. 



I 



198 MISCELLANIES. 

high vocation of the poet; on this ground of vniversalbunumity, 
of ancient and now almost forgotten nobleness, to take bi! 
ttand, even in these trivial, jeering, witbered, unbelieving dajs; 
and through all their complex, dispiriting, mjan, yet tumultu- 
ous influences, to 'make his light shine before men,' that it 
might beautify even our ' rag-galhering age' with some beams 
of that mild, divine splendour, which had long left us, the very 
possibility of which was denied ; heartily and in earnest to medi- 
tate all this, was no common proceeding; to bring it into p*ac. 
tice, especially in such a life as his has been, was among the 
highest and hardest enterprises which any man whatever could 
engage in. We reckon this a greater noveltj-. than all the 
novelties which as a mere writer he ever put forth, whether for 
praise or censure. We have taken it upon us to say that if such 
is, in any sense, the state of the case witb regard to Goethe, he 
deserves not mere approval as a pleasing poet and sweet singer; 
but deep, grateful study, observance, imitation, as a Moralist 
and Philosopher. If there be any probability that such is the 
state of the case, we cannot but reckon it a matter well worthy 
of being inquired into. And it is for this only that we are here 
pleading and arguing. 

On the literary merit and meaning of Wilkelm Meisier we 
have already said that we must not enter at present, The borit 
has been translated into English : it underwent the usual judg- 

it from our Reviews and Magazines ; was to some a stone 
of stumbling, to others foolishness, to most an object of wonder. 
On the whole, it passed smoothly through the critical Assaying- 
house ; for the Assayers have Christian dispositions, and very 
little time ; so Meister was ranked, without umbrage, among 
the legal coin of the Minerva Press ; and allowed to ciixulate 
as copper currency among the rest. That in so quick a pro- 

i, a German Friedrich d'or might not slip through unnoticed 
among new and equally brilliant British brass Farthings, there 

10 warranting. For our critics can now criticise impromptH, 
which, though far the readiest, is nowise the surest plan. Meit' 

is the mature product of the first genius o! our times ; and 
must, one would think, be different, in various respects, from 
the immature products of geniuses who are far from the Arst, 
and whose works spring from the brain in as many weeks as 
Goethe's cost him years. 

Neveithel^ss, wc quarrel \jit.h v.o msii.'a vecdict ; for 'Hme, 
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rhich tries all things, will try this also, and bring to light the 
ruth, both as regards criticism and thing criticised ; or sink 
>oth into final darkness, which likewise will be the truth as re< 
^ards them. But there is one censure which we must advert to 
or a moment, so singular does it seem to us. Meister, it ap- 
pears, is a 'vulgar* work ; no 'gentleman,' we hear in certain 
:ircles, could have written it ; few real gentlemen, it is insinu- 
ited, can like to read it ; no real lady, unless possessed of consi- 
lerable courage, should profess having read it at all. Of Goethe's 
gentility' we shall leave all men to speak that have any, even 
he faintest knowledge of him ; and with regard to the gentility 
)f his readers, state only the following fact. Most of us have 
leard of the late Queen of Prussia, and know whether or not 
>he was genteel enough, and of real ladyhood: nay, if we must 
prove everything, her character can be read in the Life o/Na- 
boleon^ by Sir Walter Scott, who passes for a judge of those 
natters. And yet this is what we find written in the Kunst 
^nd Alterthum for 1824 '>^ 

* Books too have their past happiness, which no chance can take 
iway : 

Wer nie sein Brod init Thrdnen ass, 

Wer nicht die kummervoUett Ndchte 

Auf scinem Bette iveinend sasSf 

Der kennt euch nickt^ ihr hinimlischen Mdchte.'** 

* These heart-broken lines a highly noble-minded, venerated Queen 
•epeated in the cnielest exile, when cast forth to boundless misery. She 
node herself familiar with the Book in which these words, with many 
>ther painful experiences, are communicated, and drew from it a melan- 
:holy consolation. This influence, stretching of itself into boundless 
ime, what is there that can obliterate?* 

Here are strange diversities of taste ; * national discrepan- 
::ies* enough, had we time to investigate them I Nevertheless, 
ivishing each party to retain his own special persuasions, so far 
acs they are honest, and adapted to his intellectual position, na- 
tional or individual, we cannot but believe that there is an in- 
ward and essential Truth in Art ; a Truth far deeper than the 
dictates of mere Mode, and which, could we pierce through 

1* Band v. s. 8. 

*• -Who never ate his bread in sorrow. 

Who never spent the darksome hours 
Weeping and watching for the morrow, 
He knows you not, ye unseen Powers. 

Wil/Ulm MeisUr^ bcy^^u. ^i&^a^ t^ 
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these dictates, would be true for all nations and all men. To 
arrive at this Truth, distant from every one at first, approach- 
able by most, attainable by some small number, is the end and 
aim of all real study of Poetry. For such a purpose, among 
others, the comparison of English with foreign judgment, M 
works that will bear judging, forms no unprofitable help. Some 
dny, we may translate Friedrich Sehlegel's Essay on Metstlt, 
by way of contrast to our English animadversions on (hat sub- 
ject. Sehlegel's praise, whatever ours might do, rises sufficienlly 
high ; neither does he seem, during twenty years, to have re- 
pented of what he said; for we obsen-e in the edition of his 
works, at present publishing, he repeats the whole CharacUr, 
and even appends to It, in a separate sketch, some new assur- 
ances and elucidations. 

It may deserve to be mentioned here that MHster, at lis first 
appearance in Germany, was received very much as it has been 
in England, Goethe's known character, indeed, precluded in- 
difference there ; but otherwise it was much the s ~ 
whole guild of criticism was thrown into perplexity, i 
everywhere was dissatisfaction open or concealed. Official doty 
impelling them to speak, some said one thing, some another; 
all felt in secret that they knew not what to say. TiK the ap- 
pearance of Sehlegel's CharacUr, no word, that we have s 
of the smallest chance to be decisive, or indeed to last beyond 
the day, had been uttered regarding it Some regretted that 
the fire oili'erUr vi3.s so wonderfully abated; whisperings thete 
might be about ' lowness,' ' heaviness ;' some spake forth boldlf 
in behalf of suffering 'virtue.' Novalis was not among the 
speakers, but he censured the work in secret, and this for a 
reason which to us will seem the strangest ; for its being, as 
we should say, a Benthamite workl Many arc the bitter aphor 
isms we find, among his Fragments, directed against Afeister 
for its prosaic, mechanical, economical, coldhearted, altogether 
UtiliUrian character.' We English, again, call Goethe amystic: 
so difficult is it to please all parties I But the good, deep, noble 
Novalis made the fairest amends ; for notwithstanding all this, 
Tieck tells us, if we remember rightly, he continually returned 
to McisUr, and could not but peruse and reperuse it. 

On a somewhat different ground proceeded quite aaother 
sort of assault from one Pustkucher of Quedlinburg. Herr Pust- 
kucher feit aiilicted, it would seem, at iVie want of Patriotism 
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a.od Religion too manifest in MehUr; and determined to take 
what vengeance he could. By way of sequel to the Appreitiice- 
ship, Goctbe had announced his WUhelm Meisttrs Wander- 
Jahre," aa in a state of preparation; but the book still lingered : 
whereupon, in the interim, forth comes this Pustkucher with a 
Pseudo-H-'affAi^'dAr^ofhisowrv; satirising, according to ability, 
the spirit and principles of'the Apprenticeship. We have seen 
an epigram on Pustkucher and his Wanderjahre. attributed, with 
what justice we know not, to Goethe himself; whether it is his 
or not, it is written in his name ; and seems to express accu- 
rately enough for such a purpose the relation between the parties, 
— in language which we had rather not translate : 

}Vill drnn van Qiiidliaiurg aus 

Eiti toner Wandertr Iraien J 

ffal dock die Waiifisch sane Lous, 

Muss aiich die meine haben. 
So much for Pustkucher, and the rest. The true Wander- 
jahre has at length appeared ; the first volume has been before 
the world since 1831. This Fragment, for it still continues 
such, is in our view one of the most perfect pieces of composi- 
tion that Goethe has ever produced. We have heard something 
of his being at present engaged in extending or completing it : 
what the whole may in his hands become, we are anxious to 
see ; but the Wanderjahre, even in its actual state, can hardly 
be called unfinished, as a piece of writing ; it coheres so beau- 
lifully within itself ; and yet we see not whence the wondrous 
landscape came, or whither it is stretching ; but it hangs be- 
fore us a fairy region," hiding its borders on this side in light 
sunny clouds, fading away on that inlo the infinite azure ; al- 
ready, we might almost say, it gives us the notion ai z. completed 
fi-agment, or the state in which a fragment, not meant for com- 
pletion, might be left. 

But apart from its environment, and considered merely in 
itself, this Wanderjahre seems to us a most estimable work. 

'» ' Waitderja/ire denotes Ihc period which a German artisan is, by law 
' or usage, obliged to puss in Sravi^lling, to perfect biroself in Ills craTl, alter 
■ the concluMon of his Lefjjakri (Apprenticeship), and before his Master- 
' ship can begin. In m.iny gtittds this custom is as old eis Iheir existence, 
' and cootiDues still to be Indispensafate -. it is said 10 have originated Id Ibe 
' Irequent journeys of the German Empcrora to Tlaly, and Ihe consequent 1 

•tomovement observed In such wcrkmen fimong thdt ronmaU, aa "wi^ aS,^ 
"■^Mad eaoB thither. Most of [he guilds are wV.aX is CTfifti gtscKtnktnv. 

KA>Mv0iA^, ifiarai^ presents to give to needj uianderina^scoftwa*- 
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Thevc is. in truth, a singular gracefulness in it ; a high, meto- 
(tious Wisdom ; so light is it, yet so earnest ; so calm, so gay, 
ya so strong and deep : for the purest spirit of all Art rests 
over it and breathes through it ; ' mild Wisdom is wedded in 
livin.j union to Harmony divine ;' the Thought ol the Sage is 
mdicd. we might say, and incorporated in the liquid music of 
tiie Poet. ' It is called a Romance,' observes the English Trans- 
Utor ; 'but it treats not oi romance characters or subjects; it 
' has less relation to Fielding's Tam Jones than to Spenser'i 
' Fairy Qfuen.' We have not forgotten what is due to Spenser; 
yet, perhaps, beside his immortal allegory this WanderjiAn 
may, in fact, not unfairly be named ; and with this advantage, 
that it is an allegory not of the Seventeenth century, but of the 
Nineteenth ; a picture full of expressiveness, of what men we 
striving for. and ought to strive for, in these actual days. 'The 

■ scene,' we are farther told, "is not laid on this firm earth; 

• but in a fair Utopia of Art and Science and free Activity; 

■ the figures, light and aSriform, come unlooked-for, and melt 
' away abruptly, like the pageants of Prospero in his Enchanted 

• Island.' We venture to add, that, like Prospero's Island, this 
too is drawn from the inward depths, the purest sphere of poetic 
inspiration ; ever, as we read it, the images of old Italian Art 
flit before us ; the gay tints of Titian ; the quaint grace of Do- 
menichino ; sometimes the clear yet unfathomable depth of 
Rafaelle ; and whatever else we have known or dreamed of in 
that rich old genial world. 

As it is Goethe's moral sentiments, and culture as a man, 
that we have made our chief object in this survey, we would 
fein give some adequate specimen of the Wanderjakre, wber«^ 
as appears to us, these are to be traced in their last degree of 
clearness and completeness. But to do this, to find a spedmen 
that should be adequate, were difficult, or rather impossible. 
How shall we divide what is in itself one and indivisible 7 How 
shall the fraction of a complex picture give us any idea of the 
BO beautiful whole ? Nevertheless, we shall refer our readers to 
the Tenth and Eleventh Chapters of the Wanderjahre ; where, 
in poetic and symbolic style, they will find a sketch of the na- 
ture, objects anil present ground of Religious Belief, which, if 
they have ever rcileclpcl "luly on that matter, will hardly fai! to 
interest them. They will find these chapters, if we mistake not, 
MOithy of deep consideration ; fot xlna « \kt taerit of Goethe : 
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his maxims will bear study ; nay they require it, and improve 
by it more and more. They come from the depths of his mind, 
and are not in their place till they have reached the depths of 
ours. The wisest man, we believe, may see in them a reflex of 
his own wisdom : but to him who is still learning, they become 
as seeds of knowledge ; they take root in the mind, and ramify, 
as we meditate them, into a whole garden of thought. The 
sketch we mentioned is far too long for being extracted here : 
howevei", we give some scattered portions of it, which the reader 
will accept with fair allowance. As the wild suicidal Night- 
thoughts of Werter formed our first extract, this by way of 
counterpart may be the last. We must fancy Wilhelm in the 
' Pedagogic province,* proceeding towards the * Chief, or the 
Three,* with intent to place his son under their charge, in that 
wonderful region, * where he was to see so many singularities.* 

' Wilhelm had already noticed that in the cut and colour of the 
yoimg people's clothes a variety prevailed, which gave the whole tiny 
population a peculiar aspect : he was about to question his attendant on 
this point, when a still stranger observation forced itself upon him : all 
the children, how employed soever, laid down their work, and turned, 
with singular yet diverse gestures, towards the party riding past them ; 
or rather, as it was easy to infer, towards the Overseer, who was in it. 
The yoimgest laid their arms crosswise over their breasts^ and looked 
cheerfully up to the sky ; those of middle size held their hands on their 
backs, and looked smiling on the ground ; the eldest stood with a frank 
and spirited air, — their arms stretched down, they turned their heads to 
the r^ht, and formed themselves into a line ; whereas the others kept 
separate, each where he chanced to be. 

* The riders having stopped and dismounted here, as several chil- 
dren, in their various modes, were standing forth to be inspected by the 
Overseer, Wilhelm asked the meaning of these gestures; but Felix 
struck-in and cried gaily : ** What posture am I to take, then?" "With- 
out doubt," said the Overseer, **the first posture: the arms over the 
breast, the face earnest and cheerful towards the sky. " Felix obeyed, 
but soon cried : " This is not much to my taste ; I see nothing up there: 
does it last long? But yes!" exclaimed he joyfully, "yonder are a pair 
of falcons flying from the west to the east: that is a good sign too?" — 
** As thou takest it, as thou behavest," said the other: "Now mingle 
among them as they mingle. " He gave a signal, and the children left 
their postures, and again betook them to work or sport as before. ' 

Wilhelm a second time * asks the meaning of these ges- 
tures ;* but the Overseer is not at liberty to throw much light 
on the matter ; mentions only chat they ace s^\Sk\yA\c^V^ ^ "Gl^ 
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■ ri'ise mere grimaces, but have a moral purport, which perhaps 

■ the Chief or the Three may farther explain to him.' The 
children themselves, it would seem, only know it io part; '»■ 
' crecy having many advantages ; for when you tell a man at 
' one- and straightforward the purpose of any object, be fen- 
' cies there is nothing in it.' By and by, however, having left 
Felix by the way, and parted with the Overseer, Wilhehn ar- 
rives at the abode of the Three, 'who preside over saerrt 
things,' and from whom farther satisfaction is to be looked for. 

' Wilhehn hod now reached [he gate of a wooded vale, surraunded 
with high walls: on a certain sign, the little door opened, and a man of 
eaniest, imposing look received oiir Tmveller. The latler found Mm- 
Belf in a laige beautifully umbrageous space, decked with the richest 
foliage, shaded wilh trees and bushes of all sorts ; while stately walls 
and magnificent iHiildings were discerned only in glimpses through this 
thick natural boscage. A friendly reception from the lliree, who bj 
and by appeared, at last turned into a general conversation, the alb- 
stance of which we now present in an abbreviated shape. 

' "Since you intrust your son to us," said they, "it is fair that we 
admit you to a closer view of our procedure. Of what is external yM 
have seen much (hat does not bear its meaning on its front What put 
of this do you wish to have eiplalnedf" 

' "Dignified yet singular gestures of salutation I have noticed ; the 
import of which I would gladly learn : wilh ycju, doubtless, the exterior 
has a reference to the interior, and inversely ; let me know what this te- 

' "Well-formed healthy children," replied the Three, "bring much 
into the world along with them ; Nature has given Io each whatever he 
requires for time and duration ; to unfold this is our duly ; often it un- 
folds itself better of its own accord. One thing there is, however, which 
no child brings into the world with him; and yet it is on this one thing 
that all depends for making man in every point a man. If you cai 
cover it yonrself, speak it out." Wilhdm thought a little while, then 
■hook his head. 

'The Three, after a suitable pause, esclaimed, "Reverencel" 
helm seemed to hesitate "Reverencel" cried they, a second Hmt 
"All want it, perhaps yourself." 

'"Three kinds of gestures you have seen; and we inculcate a three- 
fold reverence, which when commingled and formed into one whol^ 
attains its foil force and effect. The first is Reverence for what is Above 
us. That posture, the arms ciossed over the breast, the look ti 
joyfully towanls heaven; that is what we have enjoined on young dttl- 
dren; requiring from them thereby a testimony that there is a God 
above, who images and reveals himself in parents, teachers, superioi^ 
Tfi<3i comes the second [ Revereni^e fat ■wWt^'Uttlet us. Those liaiid» 
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folded Old- Ihe Tmcit, nnii as it were lied logethcr; that (!o-..-i,-lunicd 
smiling ''iH>lt, announce tliat we are to r^ard the earth nith attention 
and cheerftiinessi from the bounty of the earth we are nourished; the 
earth alTonls unutlerahle joys; but di5propuitiun.tte sonows she also 
brings us. Should one of our children do himstlf estcrcil hurt, blame- 
ably or blamelessly ; should others hurt him accidentrlly or purposely ; 
should dead involuntary matler do him hnrt ; thea lit him n-dl consider 
it; Jor such dangers will attend him all his days. But from this posture 
we delay not to free our pupil, the instant we become convinced that the 
instruction connected with it has produced sufficient influence on him. 
Then, on the contrary, we bid him gather courage, and, turning to his 
comrades, range himself along with them. Now, at last, he stands forth, 
Irank aad bold; not selfishly isolated; only in combination with his equals 
does he front the world. Farther we have nothing to add." 

' "I see a glimpse of it!" said Wilhelm. "Are not the mass of men 
so warred and stinted, because they take pleasure only in the element of 
eril-wishing and evil -speaking? Whoever gives himself to this, soon 
CCNnea to be indifferent towards God, contemptuous towards the world, 
spitefill towards his equals ; and the true, genuine, indispensable senti- 
ment of self-estimation corrupts into self-conceit and presumption. Allow 
me, however/'continued he, "to slate one diih cully. Yon say that rever- 
ence is not natural to man : now has not Ihe reverence Or fear of rude 
people for violent convulsions of nature, or other inexplicable mysteriously 
foreboding ocoirreoces, been heretofore re^rded as the germ out of which 
> higher feeling, a purer sentiment, was by degrees to be developed ?" 

' "Nature is indeed adequate to fear," replied ihey, "but to rever- 
ence not adeqnale. Men fear a known or unknown powerful being ; the 
strong seeks to conquer it, the weak fo avoid it ; both endeavour to get 
quit of it, and fee! themselves happy when for a short season they have 
put it aside, and their nature has in some degree restored itself to free- 
dom and independence. The natural man repeals this operation millions 
of times in the course of his life ; from fear he struggles to freedom ; 
from freedom he is driven baclc to fear, and so makes no advancement. 
To fear is easy, but grievous ; to reverence is difficuR, but satisfactory. 
Hitn doei not willingly submit himself to reverence, or ta.ther he never 
so submits himself: it is a higher sense which must be communicated 
to his nature; which only in some favoured individuals unfolds itself 
spontaneously, who on this account too have of old been loolted upon 
as Saints and Gods. Here lies the worth, here lies the business of all 
Inie Religions, whereof there are likewise only three, according to the 
objects towards which they direct our devotion." 

'The men paused; Wilhelm reflecte.1 for a time in silence; but feel- 
ing in himself no pretension to Hnfolii these strange words, he requested ^ 
the Si^es to proceel with their exposition. They imm.ediately complied. 
"No Religion that grounds itself on fear," said they, "is r^arded 
among us. With the reverence to which a man should give dominion 
ni fais mind, he can, in paying honour, keep his own honour ; he is not 
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dunniicd oM tiim^U as in the fonaa case. Tlie Bdigion tAidi it 
pmds on R«»ereocc fot whai is Above ns, we denominate the Elhnic; 
il it the Religion of Ihc Nations, aod the fiist bappy deUvsmce lioiiii 
degnding leu: all Heathen teligiani, as we cat) Uiem, aie (I diisscrt, 
nhalsoerer names they nny bear. Tbc Second Religion, whidi (aaai) 
ilsel. on ReYCTcnce for whit is Around us, we deiiomiitste the Philoo- 
phicali loT the Philosopher stations himsch in the middle, and miat 
draw down to him all that is higher, and ap to him all thst is lower, 
and only in this medium condititm does he merit the title of Wise. Hot 
as he surveys with dear sight his relatiottto hii e<juals, and therdotelo 
the whole human race, bis relation likewise to all other earthly dmo- 
stances and arrangements necessary or accidcniHl, he alone, in a cosmk 
sense, lives in Tralh, But now we have to speak of the Third Beligiol, 
grounded on Reverence for what is Under us : this we name the Chris- 
tian ; as in the Christian Religion such a temper is the most distinct!; 
manircsled : il is a last step to which mankind were htted and destined 
to attain. Bat what a task was il, not only to be patient with the Earttl, 
and let it lie beneath ns, we appealing to a higher birthplace; but also 
to recognise humility and poverty, mockery and despite, disgrace and 
wretchedness, sullering and death, to recognise these things as diTine; 
nay, even on sin and crime to look not as hindrances, but to hoDOUT and 
lore them as furtherances, of what is holy. 01 this, indeed, wi 
some traces in all ages ; but the trace is not the goal ; and this 
new tllained, the hamanspedK cannot Tctrognde; and we may sa; that 
the Christian Religion, having once appeared, cannot again vaiii^ ; hav- 
ing once assumed its divine shape, can be subject to no dissoIuticBi." 

' "To which of these Religions do you specially adhere?" inquired 
Wilhelm. 

' " To all the three," replied they; "for in their union th(y ptodi 
what may properly be called the true Religion. Out o. those three 
Reverences springs the highest Reverence, RevKence (or Ooeselfi and 
these again unfold themselves from this ; so that man atlams the higlietl 
elevation of which he is capable, that of being justified in Teckoning 
himself the Best that God and Nature have produced ; nay, of belr^ 
able to continue on this lofty eminence, without beingagain bysdi-coa- 
ceit and presumption drawn down from it inia the vulgar level."' 

The Three undertake to admit him into the interior of their 
Sanctuary; whither, accordingly, he, 'at the hand of the Eldest,' 
proceeds on the morrow. Sorry are we that we cannot follow 
Ihctn into the 'octagonal hal!,' so full oi paintings, anti the 
' gallery open on one side, and stretching round a spacious, gay, 
flowery garden.' It is a beautiful figurative representation, by 
picUites and symbols of Art, of the First and the Second Reti- 
giona, the Elltnic and the Philosophical ; for the former of which 
the pictuiet have been composed from the Old Testament ; for 
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the latter from the New. We can only make room for some 
smail portions. 

* *'I observe," said Wilhelm, "you have done the Israelites the 
honC'Ui to select their history as the groundwork of this delineation, or 
ratlior you have made it the leading object there." 

* ** As you see," replied the Eldest; " for you will remark, that on 
the socles and friezes we have introduced another series of transactions 
and occurrences, not so much of a synchronistic as of a symphronistic 
kind; since, among all nations, we discover records of a similar import, 
and grounded on the same facts. Thus you perceive here, while, in the 
main field of the picture, Abraham receives a visit from his gods in the 
form of fair youths, Apollo among the herdsmen of Admetus is painted 
above on the frieze. From which we may learn, that the gods, when 
they appear to men, are commonly unrecognised of them." 

* The friends walked on. Wilhelm, for the most part, met with 
well-known objects; but they were here exhibited in a livelier, more 
expressive manner, than he had been used to see them. On some few 
matters he requested explanation, and at last could not help returning 
to his former question: "Why the Israelitish history had been chosen 
in preference to all others ?" 

* The Eldest answered: "Among all Heathen religions, for such 
also is the Israelitish, this has the most distinguished advantages; of 
which I shall mention only a few. At the Ethnic judgment-seat ; at 
the judgment-seat of the God of Nations, it is not asked whether this 
is the best, the most excellent nation ; but whether it lasts, whether it 
has continued. The Israelitish people never was good for much, as its 
own leaders, judges, rulers, prophets, have a thousand times reproach- 
fully declared ; it possesses few virtues, and most of the faults of other 
nations : but in cohesion, steadfastness, valour, and when all this would 
not served in obstinate toughness, it has no match. It is the most per- 
severant nation in the world ; it is, it was and it will be, to glorify the 
name of Jehovah through all ages. We have set it up, therefore, as 
the pattern figure ; as the main figure, to which the others only serve 
as a frame." 

* " It becomes not me to dispute with you," said Wilhelm, "since 
you have instruction to impart. Open to me, therefore, the other ad- 
vantages of this people, or rather of its history, of its religion. " 

* "One chief advantage," said the other, "is its excellent collection 
of Sacred Books. These stand so happily combined together, that even 
out of the most diverse elements, the feeling of a whole still rises before 
us. They are complete enough to satisfy; fragmentary enough to excite; 
barbarous enough to rouse; tender enough to appease; and for how 
many other contradicting merits might not these Books, might not this 
one Book, be praised ?" 

' Thus wandering on, they had now reached the gloomy and per* 
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pIcxeilperiod&oflbeUutorr, tbedesCinctiDDuftheCityaiidtlieTBn^ I 
the mutder, etile, siavuiy ol whole masse* <<l this stiSbecked pta^ 9 
Its KutiMqutn: iDitunes were delineated in a. CDDning all^^cal mjl I 
a real IvEltmcal delineation of them would have Iain without the Unili I 
of true Alt 

' At this point, the gallery abruptly terminated in a closed door, u 
VTithelm was surprised lo see himself tdready at the end. "In jm 
hisluricsJ series," said he, " I find a chasm. You have destroyed t» 
Temple ol Jerusalem, and dispersed the people ; ye( you have not it, 
troduced the divine Man who laugtit there shortly before; lo whon^ 
ghorlly before, Ihey would give no ear." 

' " To have done this, as you require it, wimld have been an i 
The life of that divine Man, whom you allude to, stands ui no co 
tion with the general history of the world in his lime. It vvas a privW 
life, his leaching was a leaching for individuals. What has publidylK' 
fnllen vast masses of people, aitd the minor parts which compose Atm, 
belongs to (he general Histoi; of the World, to the genera! Religiaa of 
the World; the Religion we have named t!ie FirsL What mwar^ 
befalls individuals belongs lo the Second Religion, the Philosophioli 
such a Religion was it thai Christ laugbt nnd practised, so long as ht 
u-ent about on Earth. For this reason, the etleraal here doses, i»* ' 
DOW open to yon the internal. " 

' A door went back, and they entered a similar gallery; where 'W 
helm soon realised a corresponiJing series of Ficlnres from the New 
Testament. They seemed as if by another hand than the first: allwai 
softer; forms, movemsil?, arcompanimenls, light and colouring.' 

Into this second gallery, with its strange doctrine abonl 
' Miracles and Parabies,'the characteristic of the Philosophical 
Ri'ligion, we cannot enter for the present, yet must give one 
htirried glance. Wilhelm expresses some surprise that these 
deUneations terminate " with the Supper, with the scene where 
the Master aitd his Disciples part." He inquires for the remain- 
ing portion of the history. 

' "111 all sorts ofin5truclion,"said the Eldest, "in al! sortsof com- 
munication, we are fond of separating whatever it is possible to separate; 
for by this means alone can [he notion of importance and peculiar sig- 
:iJlicancG arise in (he young mind. Actual experience of ilsell mingles 
and mixes all things ti^ether: here, accordingly, we have entirely dix- 
ioined that sublime Man*! life from its termination. In life, he appears 
u a (niP Philosopher, — let not the expression stagger you, — as a Wise 
Man vu l1) : Uighest sense, lie stands firm to his point; he goes 01 
tray inflcxibty, aatl while he exait< the lower to himself, while he makec 
the ignomn:, the uoor, Ihe ^i:k, partakers of his wisdom, ol his riches, 
of his Etrenglb, lie, on Ifte other hand, in no wise conceals his divine 
origin be dares lo equal himself with God, nay to declare that be h 
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ielf is God. In this manner he is wont, from youth upwards, to astound 
his familiar friends ; of these he gains a part to his own cause ; irritates 
fhe rest against him; and shows to all men, who are aiming at a certain 
elevation in doctrine and life, what they have to look for fh)m the world. 
And thus, for the noble portion of mankind, his walk and conversation 
are even more instructive and profitable than his death : for to those 
trials every one is called, to this trial but a few. Now, omitting all that 
results from this consideration, do but look at the touching scene of the 
Last Supper. Here the Wise Man, as it ever is, leaves those that are 
his own utterly orphaned behind him ; and while he is careful for the 
Good, he feeds along with them a traitor, by whom he and the Better 
are to be destroyed." * 

This seems to us to have * a deep, still meaning ;' and the 
longer and closer we examine it, the more it pleases us. Wil- 
helm is not admitted into the shrine of the Third Religion, the 
Christian, or that of which Christ's sufferings and death were 
the symbol, as his walk and conver3ation bad been the symbol 
of the Second, or Philosophical Religion. ** That last Religion," 
it is said, — 

* " That last Religion, which arises from the Reverence of what is 
Beneath us; that veneration of the contradictory, the hated, the avoided, 
we give to each of our pupils, in small portions, by way of outfit, along 
with him into the world, merely that he may know where more is to be 
had, should such a want spring up within him. I invite you to return 
hither at the end of a year, to attend our general Festival, and see how 
far your son is advanced: then shall you be admitted into the Sanctuary 
of Sorrow." 

* *' Permit me one question," said Wilhelm : "As you have set up 
the life of this divine Man for a pattern and example, have you likewise 
selected his sufferings, his death, as a model of exalted patience ?" 

* " Undoubtedly we have," replied the Eldest. "Of this we make 
no secret ; but we draw a veil over those suiTerings, even because we 
reverence them so highly. We hold it a damnable audacity to bring 
forth that torturing Cross, and the Holy One who suffers on it, or to 
expose them to the light of the Sun, which hid its face when a reckless 
world forced such a sight on it; to take these mysterious secrets, in 
which the divine depth of Sorrow lies hid, and play with them, fondle 
*hem, trick them out, and rest not till the most reverend of all solem- 
nities appears vulgar and paltry. Let so much for the present suffice — 
• * • The rest we must still owe you for a twelvemonth. The instruc- 
tion, which in the interim we give the children, no stranger is allowed 
to witness : then, however, come to us, and you will hear what our best 
Speakers think it serviceable to make public on those matters." ' 

Could we hope that, in its present disjointed state, this enr.- 
blematic sketch would rise before the minds of our readers lu 
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any measure as it stood before the mind of the writer ; that, ii 
considering it, they raiglit seize only an outline of those maaj 
meanings which, at less or greater depth, lie hidden under il 
we should anticipate their thanks for having, a first or a seconJ 
time, brought it before them. As it is, believing that, to open- 
minded truth-seeking men, the deliberate words of an open- 
minded truth-seeking man can in no case be wholly unintelligibly 
nor the words ofsuch a man as Goethe indifferent, we have tran- 
scribed it for their perusal. If we induce them to turn to lie 
original, and study this in its completeness, with so muck else 
that environs it and bears on it, they will thank us still moit 
To our own judgment at least, there is a fine and pure signifi- 
cance in this whole delineation : such phrases even as tbe 
•Sanctuary of Sorrow,' the "divine depth of Sorrow," have d 
themselves a pathetic wisdom for us ; as indeed a lone of dt 
voutness, of calm, mild, priest-like dignity pervades the whole. 
In a time hke ours, it is rare to see, in the writings of culti- 
vated men, any opinion whatever bearing any mark of sincerity 
on such a subject as this r yet it is and continues the highest 
subject, and they that are highest are most fit for studying it, 
and helping others to study it. 

Goethe's Wandsr/akre vas published in his seventy-second 
year; IVerlerm his twenty-fifth ; thus in passing between these 
two works, and over Meisters l^krjahre, which stands nearly 
midway, we have glanced over a space of almost fifty years, in- 
cluding within them, of course, whatever was moat important in 
his public or private history. By means of these quotations, so 
diverse in their tone, we meant to make it visible that a great 
change had taken place in the moral disposition of the man ; 
a change from inward imprisonment, doubt and discontent, into 
freedom, belief and clear activity ; such a change as, in our 
opinion, must take place, more or less consciously, in every 
character that, especially in these times, attains to spiritual 
manhood ; and in characters possessing any ihoughtfulness and 
sensibility, will seldom take place without a too painfiil con- 
sciousness, without bitter conflicts, in which the character itself 
is too often maimed and impoverished, and which end too often 
not in victory, but in defeat, or fatal compromise with the enemy. 
Too often, we may well say ; for though many gird on the har- 
ness, few bear it warrior-like ; still fewer put it oS with tiiumph. 
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Among our own poets, Byron was almost the only man we saw 
fiuthfully and manfully struggling, to the end, in this cause ; 
and he died while the victory was still doubtful, or at best, only 
beginning to be gained. We have already stated our opinion, 
that Goethe's success in this matter has been more complete 
than that of any other man in his age ; nay that, in the strict- 
jest sense, he may almost be called the only one that has so suc- 
ceeded. On this ground, were it on no other, we have ven- 
tured to say, that his spiritual history and procedure must 
deserve attention ; that his opinions, his creations, his mode of 
thought, his whole picture of the world as it dwells within him, 
must to his contemporaries be an inquiry of no common inter- 
est ; of an interest altogether peculiar, and not in this degree 
exampled in existing literature. These things can be but im- 
perfectly stated here, and must be left, not in a state of demon- 
stration, but, at the utmost, of loose fluctuating probability ; 
nevertheless, if inquired into, they will be found to have a precise 
enough meaning, and, as we believe, a highly important one. 

For the rest, what sort of mind it is that has passed through 
this change, that has gained this victory ; how rich and high a 
mind ; how learned by study in all that is wisest, by experience 
in all that is most complex, the brightest as well as the black- 
est, in man's existence ; gifted with what insight, with what 
grace and power of utterance, we shall not for the present at- 
tempt discussing. All these the reader will learn, who studies 
his writings with such attention as they merit : and by no other 
means. Of Goethe's dramatic, lyrical, didactic poems, in their 
thousandfold expressiveness, for they are full of expressiveness, 
we can here say nothing. But in every department of Litera- 
ture, of Art ancient and modern, in many provinces of Science, 
we shall often meet him ; and hope to have other occasions of 
estimating what, in these respects, we and all men owe him. 

Two circumstances, meanwhile, we have remarked, which 
to us thrdw light on the nature of his original faculty for Poetry, 
and go far to convince us oi' the Mastery he has attained in 
that art : these we may here state briefly, for the judgment of 
such as already know his writings, or the help of such as are 
beginning to know them. The first is, his singularly emble- 
matic intellect ; his perpetual never-failing tendency to trans- 
form into shape^ into life^ the opinion, the feeling that may 
dwell in him ; which, in its widest sense, we reckon to be es- 
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scntially the grand problem of the Pocl. We do not 

metaphor and rhetorical trope : these are but the 
cem, often but the scaffolding of the edifice, which is lo he 
built up {within our thoughts) by means of them. ]n allusions, 
in similitudes, though no one known lo us is happier, many an 
more copious, than Goethe. But we find this faculty (rfhisii 
the very essence of his intellect ; and trace it alike in the quid 
cunning epigram, the allegory, the quaint device, reminding us 
of some Quarks or Bunyan ; and in the Fausts, the Tastes, 
the Migiions, which in their pure and genuine personality, may 
almost remind us of the Arids and Hamlets of Shakspeate. 
Everything has form, everything has visual existence ; the 
poet's imagination bodies forth the forms of things unseen, his 
pen turns them to shape. This, as a natural endowment, esists 
in Goethe, we conceive, to a very high degree. 

The other characteristic of his mind, which proves to us 
his acquired mastery in art, as this shows us the extent of his 
original capacity for it, is his wonderful variety, nay univeiv 
ality ; his entire freedom from Mannerism. We read Goethe 
for years, before we come to see wherein the distinguishing 
peculiarity of his understanding, of his disposition, even of his 
way of writing, consists. It seems quite a simple style thai of 
his ; remarkable chiefly for its calmness, its perspicuity, in 
short its commonness ; and yet it is the most uncommon of 
ail styles ; we feel as if every one might imitate it, and yet it 
is inimitable. As hard is it to discover in his writings, — though 
there also, as in every man's writings, the character of the 
writer must lie recorded, — what sort of spiritual construction 
he has, what are nis temper, his affections, his individual spe- 
cialities. For all lives freely within him : Philina and Clarcheo, 
Mephistopheles and Mignon, are alike indifferent, or alike dear 
to him ; he is of no sect or caste ; he seems not this man, or 
that man, but a man. We reckon this to be the characteristic 
of a Master in Art of any sort ; and true especially of all great 
Poets. How true is it of Shakspeare and Homer I Who knows, 
or can figure what the Man Shakspeare was, by the first, by 
the twentieth, perusal of his works ? He is a Voice coming to 
us from the Land of Melody : his old brick dwellingplace, in 
the mere earthly burgh of Stratford-on-Avon, offers us the most 
inexplicable enigma. And what is Homer in the llias? He 
Is THE WITNESS ; he has seen, and he reveals it ; we hear and 
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believe, but do not behold him. Now compare, with these two 
Poets, any other two ; not of equal genius, for there are none 
such, but of equal sincerity, who wrote as earnestly, and from 
the heart, like them. Take, for instance, Jean Paul and Lord 
Byron. The good Richter begins to show himself, in his broad, 
massive, kindly, quaint significance, before we have read many 
pages of even his slightest work ; and to the last, he paints 
himseh much better than his subject. Byron may also be said 
to have painted nothing else than himself, be his subject what 
it might. Yet as a test for the culture of a Poet, in his poeti- 
cal capacity, for his pretensions to mastery and completeness 
in his art, we cannot but reckon this among the surest. Tried 
by this, there is no living writer that approaches within many 
degrees of Goethe. 

Thus, it would seem, we consider Goethe to be a richly edu- 
cated Poet, no less than a richly educated Man ; a master both 
of Humanity and of Poetry ; one to whom Experience has given 
true wisdom, and the * Melodies Eternal' a perfect utterance for 
his wisdom. Of the particular form which this humanity, this 
wisdom has assumed ; of his opinions, character, personality, 
— for these, with whatever difficulty, are and must be decipher- 
able in his writings, — we had much to say : but this also we 
must decline. In the present state of matters, to speak ade- 
quately would be a task too hard for us, and one in which our 
readers could afford little help, nay in which many of them 
might take little interest. Meanwhile, we have found a brief 
cursory sketch on this subject, already written in our language : 
some parts of it, by way of preparation, we shall here tran- 
scribe. It is written by a professed admirer of Goethe ; nay, 
as might almost seem, by a grateful learner, whom he had 
taught, whom he had helped to lead out of spiritual obstruction, 
into peace and light. Making due allowance for all this, there 
is little in ;he paper that we object to. 

* In Goethe's mind,' observes he, ' the first aspect that strikes us is 
its calmness, then its beauty ; a deeper inspection reveals to us its vast- 
ness and unmeasured strength. This man rules, and is not ruled. The 
stem and fiery energies of a most passionate soul lie silent in the centre 
of his being ; a trembling sensibility has been inured to stand, without 
flinching or murmur, the sharpest trials. Nothing outward, nothing in- 
-waid, shall agitate or control him. The brightest and most capricious 
fancy, the most piercing and inquisitive intellect, the wildest and deepest 
imagkiation ; the highest thrills of joy, the biUexesl ^«Xk!^ oi ^osn^^ \ "^ 
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OcK 0e KK k it not Acnt. WbSe be sioTei eror bant ben Itl 
iimtfwrM. Ut owsbfam andttill: tbe vend* llut seaidi nuaibt 
tMnoiCMoeaa <if ooi natsnv I>e pnaooitces vah a tone of coldness md 
eqnammhj ; in the deepest patbos be weeps not, or his tears are like 
water tiiiiliiig from a rock of 3r4am»nf He is Uug of himseif and ol 
bis woild ; DOT ioes he rale it like a Yolgargtmt man, like a Napoleon 
or Charles the TweUth, b; the mere binlc ciertioa of his will, gniUDdtd 
«D DO principle, or on a false one : his (acnllies and feelings are not fet- 
tendoT pmstiated under the iroa sway ofPssuon, biit led and gnidedia 
lundlf union under the mUd sway of Ktason ; as the fierce primeval eU- 
nenls of Chaos were stilled at the coming of Ligbt, and boond together, 
under its soft veslnre, into a glorioos and beoeficenl Creatioiu 

' This is the true Reit of man ; the dint aim of eieiy hDmsn Saul, 
the full Bltainment of only a chosen few. It comes tiol unsought to anjj 
but the wise are wise because they think no ptice too high for it. Goethe^ 
inward home has been reared by slow and laborious dforts ; but it stands 
oa no hollow or deceitful basis ; for his peace is not from blindness, but 
from clear vision ; ikot from uncertain hope of alleralion, but itara nue 
imight into what cannot alter. His world seems once to have beende- 
Bolate and balefii! as that of the darkest sceptic : b^ he has coveted it 
anew with beautj and solcmni^, derived from deeper sources, over 
which Doubt can hare no awny. He has inquired fearlessly, and fear- 
lessly searched out and denied theFalsei but he has not foiigotten, what 
is equally essentia! and infinitely haider, to search oot and admit the 
True. His heart is still full of warmth, though his head is clear and 
cold ; the world for him is still Aill of gmndeur, though he clothes it 
with no fiilse colours ; his fellow-creatures are still objects of reverses 
and lore, though their basenesses are plainer to no eye than to his. To 
reconcile these contradict" 



pt^ed with diflicullies peculiar 
to have accomplished with a sai 
otiity with itself, even though it 
ir otlention, and w* 



the task of all good men, each for him- 
; a task which, in our age, is eacom- 
□ the time ; and which Goethe seemt 
ess that few can rival. A mind so in 
L'ere a poor and small one, would ar- 
kind regard finm us ; but when tbia 
mind ranks among the strongest and m(Kt complicated of the species, it 
becomes a sight full of mtetest, a study full of deep instruction, 

* Such a mind as Goethe's is the fruit not only of a royal endow- 
ment by Nature, but also of a culture proportionate to her bounty. Jn 
Goetlie'i original form of spirit we discetn the highest gifts of manhood, 
without any delidency of the lower : he has an eye and a heart tq/milf 
for the sublime, the common, and the ridiculous; the elements atoHB 
of poet, a thinker, nod a wit. Of his culture we have often q>^£^ 
ftlrwily; luid it deserves again to be held up to praise and in^Utiqpk. , 
Thin, B!> he himself unostentatiously confesses, has been the soul of alt 
hii conduct, the great enterprise of his life; and few that nndeistand 
Mm 11 ill ("c .i|>t to deny that he has prospered. Asa writer, his r 
Jaw bem flccumuUted from iieu\j sUfcc^Ta^iceaQtWawM 
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And activity; and he has trained himself to use these complicated instra* 
ments with a light expertness which we might have admired in the pro- 
fessor of a solitary department. Freedom, and grace, and smiling earnest- 
ness are the characteristics of his works : the matter of them flows along 
in chaste abundance, in the softest combination ; and their style is referred 
to by native critics as the highest specimen of the German tongue. 
« « • • • 

* But Goethe's culture as a writer is perhaps less remarkable than his 
culture as a man. He has learned not in head only, but also in heart ; 
not from Art and Literature, but also by action and passion, in the rugged 
school of Experience. If asked what was the grand characteristic of his 
writings, we should not say knowledge, but wisdom. A mind that has 
seen, and suffered, and done, speaks to us of what it has tried and con- 
quered. A gay delineation will give u^ notice of dark and toilsome ex- 
periences, of business done in the great deep of the spirit ; a maxim, 
trivial to the careless eye, will rise with light and solution over long per- 
plexed periods of our own history. It is thus that heart speaks to heart, 
that the life of one man becomes a possession to all. Here is a mind 
of the most subtle and tumultuous elements ; but it is governed in peace- 
ful diligence, and its impetuous and ethereal faailties work softly toge- 
ther for good and noble ends. Goethe may be called a Philosopher ; for 
he loves and has practised as a man the wisdom which as a poet Tie in- 
culcates. Composure and cheerful seriousness seem to breathe over all 
his character. There is no whining over human woes : it is understood 
that we must simply all strive to alleviate or remove them. There is no 
noisy battling for opinions ; but a persevering effort to make Truth 
lovely, and recommend her, by a thousand avenues, to the hearts of all 
men. Of his personal manners we can easily believe the universal re- 
port, as often given in the way of censure as of praise, that he is a man 
of consummate breeding and the stateliest presence : for an air of polished 
tolerance, of courtly, we might almost say, majestic repose and serene 
humanity, is visible throughout his works. In no line of them does he 
speak with asperity of any man ; scarcely ever even of a thing. He 
knows the good, and loves it ; he knows the bad and hateful, and re- 
jects it ; but in neither case with violence : his love is calm and active ; 
his rejection is implied, rather than pronounced ; meek and gentle, 
though we see that it is thorough, and never to be revoked. The noblest 
and the basest he not only seems to comprehend, but to personate and 
body forth in their most secret lineaments : hence actions and opinions 
appear to him as they are, with all the circumstances which extenuate 
or endear them to the hearts where they originated and are entertained. 
This also is the spirit of our Shakspeare, and perhaps of every great 
dramatic poet. Shakspeare is no .sectarian ; to all he deals with equity 
and mercy ; because he knows all, and his heart is wide enough for all. 
In his mind the world is a whole ; he figures it as Providence governs 
it ; and to him it is not strange that the sun should be caused to shine on 
tbe ^ and the good, and th? rain to fall on iVvt \u?»\. ^^ ^^ w^m^ 




Fa/ntfmelmaUmt m dem, VcAairCKaetisvKtf ofall pa^ and prcsnt 
mcb; ToA agicit warn it ■■!■ llijaji, aon, md this he sireljoas dol' 
Vfhetha ilib c p ig iam , wUcb we have seen in some Bio- 
graphical Dictionary, really belongs to Montesquieu, we know 
nnt : but it does seem to ns not wholly inapplicable to ' 
taire, and at all events, highly expressive of an important dis- 
tinction among men of talent generally. In fact, the popular 
man, and the man of true, at least of great originality, i 
seldom one and the same ; we suspect that, till after a long 
struggle on the part of the latter, they are never so. Reasons 
are obvious enough. The popular man stands on our ow 
level, or a liairsbrcadth higher ; he shows us a truth which w 
can see without shifting our present intellectual position. This 
ll A higllly convenient arrangement. The original man, again, 
Stands above us ; he wishes to wrench vis from our old fixtures, 
Ond elevate us to a higher and clearer level : but to quit o 
old fixtures, especially' if we have sat in them with moderate 
comfort for some score or two of years, is no such easy busi- 
neii ; occordingly we demur, we resist, we even give batde ; 
we still (uspcct (hat he is above us, but try to persuade our- 
lelvci (Lniincss and Vnnity earnestly assenting) that he is 
below. For ii It not the very essence of sucli a man that he 
be Htu't And who will wnrraut us that, at the same time, he 
thull only bo nii inlonsalion and ct>W.\ntta.\.vatt <it\lMi oU, wMch 
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in general, is what we long and look for ? No one can warrant 
us. And, granting him to be a man of real genius, real depth, 
and that speaks not till after earnest meditation, what sort of 
a philosophy were his, could we estimate the length, breadth 
and thickness of it at a single glance ? And when did Criti- 
cism give two glances ? Criticism, therefore, opens on such a 
man its greater and its lesser batteries, on every side : he has 
no security but to go on disregarding it ; and * in the end,* 
says Goethe, 'Criticism itself comes to relish that method.* 
But now let a speaker of the other class come forward ; one 
of those men that * have more than any one, the opinion which 
all men have* ! No sooner does he speak, than all and sundry 
of us feel as if we had been wishing to speak that very thing, 
as if we ourselves might have spoken it, and forthwith resounds 
from the united universe a celebration of that surprising feat. 
What clearness, brilliancy, justness, penetration ! Who can 
doubt that this man is right, when so many thousand votes 
are ready to back him? Doubtless, he is right; doubtless, he is 
a clever man ; and his praise will long be in all the Magazines. 
Clever men are good, but they are not the best. * The in- 

* struction they can give us is like baked bread, savoury and 

* satisfying for a single day ;* but, unhappily, * flour cannot be 

* sown, and seed-corn ought not to be ground.' We proceed 
with our Critic in his contrast of Goethe with Voltaire. 

* As poets,* continues he, * the two live not in the same hemisphere^ 
not in the same world. Of Voltaire's poetry, it were blindness to deny 
the polished, intellectual vigour, the logical symmetry, the flashes that 
from time to time give it the colour, if not the warmth, of fire: but it is 
in a far other sense than this that Goethe is a poet; in a sense of which 
the French literature has never afforded any example. We may venture 
to say of him, that his province is high and peculiar ; higher than any 
poet but himself, for several generations, has so far succeeded in, per- 
haps even has steadfastly attempted. In reading Goethe's poetry, it 
perpetually strikes us that we are reading the poetry of our own day and 
generation. No demands are made on our credulity; the light, the 
science, the scepticism of our age, is not hid from us. He does not deal 
in antiquated mythologies, or ring changes on traditionary poetic forms; 
there are no supernal, no infernal influences, — for Faust is an apparent, 
rather than a real exception ; — but there is the barren prose of the nine- 
teenth century, the vulgar life which we are all leading, and it starts 
into strange b^uty in his hands, and we pause in delighted wonder to 
beh<^ the flowerage of poesy blooming in that parched and rugged soiL 
This IS the end oi his Mjgnons and Harpeis, ol \^ Heimantu «si^ 
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MHsttrs. Poetiy, as lie views it, exists no! in time or place, bat in th 
ipiril of man; and Art wilh Nature is now to perform for tlie poet wtnt 
Nature alone perfonned of old. The divinities and demons, the wilcht^ 
spectres and fairies, are vanished from the world, never again to be it- 
odled: but the Imagination, which created these, still lives, and wil! 
forever live, in man's soul; and can again pour its wizard light ova 0. 
Universe, md sununnn forth enchantments as lovely or impressive ai 
whii^ its sister faculties will not contradict. To saj that Goethe bai 
accomplished all this, would be to sajr that his genius is greater than 
was ever given to any man : for if it was a high and glorious mind, or 
rather series of minds, that peopled the first ages with their peculiar Ibnil 
of poetry, it must be a series of minds much higher and more glorious 
that shall so people the prcsenL The angels and demons that can 1^ 
prostrate our hearts in the nineteenth century, must be of another and 
more cunning fashion than those who subdued us in the ninth. To have 
attempted, to have begun this enterprise, may be accounted the grcata' 
praise. That Goethe ever meditated it, in the form here set Ibrth, w 
have no direct evidence ; but, indeed, such is the end and aim of high 
poetry at all times and seasons ; for the fiction of the poet is not &iK- 
hood, but the purest truth; and, if he would lead captive our whole 
being, not rest satisfied with a part of it, he must address us on inleHSls 
that are, not that ^va-e ours ; and in a dialect which finds a response^ i 
and not a contradiction, within our bosoms.'" 

Here, however, ive must terminate out pilferings or open 
robberies, and bring these straggling lucubrations to a close. 
In the extracts we have given, in the remarks made on them 
and on tbe subject of them, we are aware that we have heldlhe 
altitude of admirers and pleaders ; neither is it nnfcnown It 
that the critic is, in virtue of his office, a judge, and not an 
vocate; sits there, not to do favour, but to dbpense justice, which 
in most cases will involve blame as well as praise. But we are 
firm believers in the maniin that, for all right judgment of any 
man or thing, it is useful, nay essential, to see his good quali- 
ties before pronouncing on his bad. This maxim is so clear to 
ourselves, that, in respect to poetry at least, we almost think 
we could make it clear to other men. In the first place, at all 
events, it is a much shallower and more ignoble occupation to 
detect faults than to discover beauties. The 'critic fly.'ifil 
do but alight on any plinth or single cornice of a brave VbM^ \ 
building, shall be able to declare, with its half-inch vision, ACIt ' 
here is a speck, and there an inequality ; that, in fact, this aad. I 
thi^ other individual stone are nowise as they should be ; for sO, J 
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this the ' critic fly* will be sufficient : but to take-in the fair re- 
lations of the Whole, to see the building as one object, to esti- 
mate its purpose, the adjustment of its parts, and their harmoni- 
ous cooperation towards that purpose, will require the eye and 
the mind of a Vitruvius or a Palladio. But farther, the faults of 
a poem, or other piece of art, as we view them at £rst, will by no 
means continue unaltered when we view them after due and final 
investigation. Let us consider what we mean by a fault. By the 
word fault we designate something that displeases us, that con- 
tradicts us. But here the question might arise : Who are wS f 
This fault displeases, contradicts us; so far is clear ; and had 
we^ had /, and my pleasure and confirmation been the chief end 
of the poet, then doubtless he has failed in that end, and his 
fault remains a fault irremediably, and without defence. But 
who shall say whether such really was his object, whether such 
ought to have been his object ? And if it vas not, and ought 
not to have been, what becomes of the fault ? It must hang 
altogether undecided ; we as yet know nothing of it ; perhaps 
it may not be the poet's, but our own fault ; perhaps it 
may be no fault whatever. To see rightly into this matter, 
to determine with any infallibility, whether what we call a fault 
is in very deed a fault, we must previously have settled two 
points, neither of which may be so readily settled. First, we 
must have made plain to ourselves what the poet's aim really 
and truly was, how the task he had to do stood before his own 
eye, and how far, with such means as it afforded him, he has 
fulfilled it. Secondly, we must have decided whether and how 
far this aim, this task of his, accorded, — not with us, and our 
individual crotchets, and the crotchets of our little senate where 
we give or take the law, — but with human nature, and the 
nature of things at large ; with the universal principles of poetic 
beauty, not as they stand written in our text-books, but in the 
hearts and imaginations of all men. Does the answer in either 
case come out unfavourable ; was there an inconsistency be- 
tween the means and the end, a discordance between the end 
and truth, there is a fault : was there not, there is no fault. 

Thus it would appear that the detection of faults, provided 
they be faults of any depth and consequence, leads us of itself 
into that region where also the higher beauties of the piece, if 
it have any true beauties, essentially reside. In fact, accord- 
ing to our view, no man can pronounce do^^X\caiVJ,V\^iJ5w^N^\w 




Oal; ao ksit ao ba 
wMfil trtt, oolnicQ togtOMs ohC v s 
WjttCT-caioKn : akogeAer OBcaaaecud witk the sofl of naogh 
except bf men >ata.pasiti(M^ or at best oMtted with it by m 
decayed sImh^ and A»tf Amj^U, which the more cmmiiig ! 
COtatioRUt (a* in roar Hiooiic Htmd) naj hare scfcocd fa 
the tn*i« and support of his aggVl>D3>K»^- It is im^ nwsl 
readers jndge of a poem bjr pieces, the; praise and blame bf 
piecM ; it is a cotumon practice; and for most poents and mw 
readcn may be perfectly safScient : yet we would advise a 
man to follow this practice, who traces in himself even tb 
slightest capability of following a better one; and, if possible, w* 
would advise him to practise only on worthy subjects; to teat 
few pocmi that will not bear being studied as well as itad. 

'j'hal (Joelht has his faults cannot be doubtful ; for we be- 
lieve it was ascertained long ago that there is no man free fran 
Ihcm. Neither are we ourselves without some glimmering of 
certain actual limitations and inconsistencies by which he too, 
ni he really Lives and writes and is, may be hemmed-in ; which 
boict him loo, as they do meaner men ; which show us that he 
too is a son of Eve. But (O exhibit these before our readers, 
In the present state ofmatters, we should reckon no easy labour, 
were it to be adequately, to be justly done ; and done anyhow, 
no iirofitublc one. Better is it we should (irst study him ; better 
to ' ■ti'* the grcilt man before attempting to oversee hir 
art not ignornni thai certain objections against Goethe already 
llont va^cuely in the English mind, and here and there, accord- 
ing to occasion, have even come to utterance: these, as the 
study of him proceeds, we shall hold ourselves ready, in 
scnson, (o discuss ; but for the present we must beg the reader 
to believe, on our word, that we do not reckon them ui 
able, nay thai we reckon them in general the most an: 
thin):* in the world ; and things which even a little ini 
Jb]t)wl«lg« will not (mI to &nsr«na VvOtwntf. otihet help. 
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For furthering such increase of knowledge on this matter, 
may we beg ihe reader to accept two small pieces of advice, 
which we ourselves have found to be of use in studying Goethe. 
They seem applicable to the studyof Foreign Literature generally; 
indeed to the study of all Literature that deserves the name. 

The first is, nowise to suppose that Poety is a superficial, 
cursory business, which may be seen through to the very bot- 
tom, so soon as one inclines to cast his eye on it. We reckon 
it the falsest of all maxims, that a true Poem can be adequately 
tasted; can be judged of * as men judge of a dinner,^ by some 
internal tongue^ that shall decide on the matter at once and irre- 
vocably. Of the poetry which supplies spouting-clubs, and cir- 
culates in circulating libraries, we speak not here. That is 
quite another species ; which has circulated, and will circulate, 
and ought to circulate, in all times ; but for the study of which 
no man is required to give rules, the rules being already given 
by the thing itself. We speak of that Poetry which Masters 
write, which aims not at * furnishing a languid mind with fan- 
tastic shows and indolent emotions,' but at incorporating the 
everlasting Reason of man in forms visible to his Sense, and 
suitable to it : and of this we say, that to know it is no slight 
task ; but rather that, being the essence of all science, it re- 
quires the purest of all study for knowing it. " What !" cries 
the reader, ** are we to study Poetry ? To pore over it as we 
do over Fluxions ?'* Reader, it depends upon your object : if 
'you want only amusement^ choose your book, and you get along, 
without study, excellently well. " But is not Shakspeare plain, 
visible to the very bottom, without study ?'* cries he. Alas, no, 
gentle Reader ; we cannot think so ; we do not find that he is 
visible to the very bottom even to those that profess the study 
of him. It has been our lot to read some criticisms on Shak- 
speare, and to hear a great many ; but for most part they 
amounted to no such * visibility.* Volumes we have seen that 
were simply one huge Interjection printed over three hundred 
pages. Nine-tenths of our critics have told us little more of 
Shakspeare than what honest Franz Horn says our neighbours 
used to tell of him, * that he was a great spirit, and stept ma- 
jestically along.' Johnson's Preface, a sound and solid piece 
for its purpose, is a complete exception to this rule ; and, so 
iiar as we remember, the only complete one. Students of poetry 
admire Shakspeare in their tenth year; but go on adt!a\t\3\%b\sQk 
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more and mere, understanding him more and more, till tlicii 
threescore-and-teath. Grotiu3 said, he read Terence otherwise 
than boys do. ' Happy contractedness of youth,' adds Goethe, 
' nay of men in genera! ; that at all moments of their existence 
' they can look upon themselves as complete ; and inquire nei- 
' ther after the True nor the False, nor the High nor the Deep; 
' but simply after what is proportioactl to themselves." 

Our second advice we shall state in few words. It is, to 
remember that a Foreigner is no Englishman ; that in judgii^ 
a foreign work, it is not enough to ask whether it is suitabieto 
our modes, but whether it is suitable to foreign wants; above 
all, whether it is suitable to tlsdf. The fairness, the neceswty 
of this can need no demonstration ; yet how often do we (mA 
it, in practice, altogether neglected ! We could fancy we saw 
some Bond'Street Tailor criticising the costume of an ancient 
Greek ; censuring the highly improper cut of collar and lapel ; 
lamenting, indeed, that collar and lapel were nowhere to be 
seen. He pronounces the costume, easily and decisively, to be 
a barbarous one : to know whether it is a. barbarous one, and 
how barbarous, the judgment of a Winkelmann might be r 
quired, and he would find it hard to give a judgment. For the 
questions set before the two were radically different. The Frac- 
tion asked himself: How will this look inAlmacks, and before 
Lord Mahogany f The Winkelmaim asked himself ; How w 
this look in the Universe, and before the Creator of Man? 

Whether these remarks of ours may do anything to forward 
a right appreciation of Goethe in this country, we know not ; . 
neither do we reckon this last result to be of any vital imports . 
ance. Yet must we believe that, in recommending Goethe, we 
are doing our part to recommend a truer study of Poetry itself; | 
and happy were we to fancy that any efforts of ours could pro- , 
mote such an object. Promoted, attained it will be, as we be- J 
lieve, by one means and another. A deeper feeling for Art is 4 
abroad over Europe ; a purer, more earnest purpose inthestudy, 1 
in the practice of it. In this influence we too must partidpatei ] 
the time will come when our own ancient noble Literature will I 
be studied and felt, as well as talked of; when DilettEiDtisin J 
■will give place to Criticism in respect of it ; and vague wonder I 
end in clear knowledge, in sincere reverence, and, what were | 
best of all, in hearty emuUUon. 
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No. I. 

TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION OF 
MEISTER'S APPRENTICESHIP. 

[Edinburgh, 1824.] » 

Whether it be that the quantity of genius among ourselves and the 
French, and the number of works more lasting than brass produced by 
it, have of late been so considerable as to make us independent ol ad- 
ditional supplies; or that, in our ancient aristocracy of intellect, we dis' 
dain to be assisted by the Germans, whom, by a species of second -sight, 
we have discovered, before knowing anything about them, to be a lamid, 
dreaming, extravagant, insane race of mortals; certain it is, that hitherto 
our literary intercourse with that nation has been very slight and pre- 
carious. After a brief period of not too judicious cordiality, the ac- 
quaintance on our part was altogether dropped : nor, in the few years 
since we partially resumed it, have our feelings of affection or esteem 
been materiaUy increased. Our translators are imfortunate in their se- 
lection or execution, or the public is tasteless and absurd in its demands; 
for, with scarcely more than one or two exceptions, the best works of 
Germany have lain neglected, or worse than neglected, and the Germans 
are yet utterly unknown to us. Kotzebue still lives in our minds as the 
representative of a nation that despises him; Schiller is chiefly known 
to us by the monstrous production of his boyhood ; and Klopstock by 
A hacked and mangled image of his Mcssias^ in which a beautiful poem 
is distorted into a theosophic rhapsody, and the brother of Virgil and 
Racine ranks little higher than the author of Meditations among- the 
Tombs, 

But of all these people there is none that has been more unjustly 
dealt with than Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. For half a century the 
admiration, we might almost say the idol of his countrymen, to us he is 
still a stranger. I His name, long echoed and reechoed through Reviews 
and Magazines, has become familiar to our ears : but it is a sound and 
nothing more ; it excites no definite idea in almost any mind. To such 
as know him by the faint and garbled version of his IVerter, Goethe 
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figures as a sort of poetic Hciaclitns; some woe-Tjegone hypochoodiuc, J 
whose eji?5 arc tiverHowing with perpetual tesrs, whose long life hu I 
been spent in melting into ecstasy at the sight of waletfiUU, and clouds, 
and the moi^ sublime, or dissolving into hTsterical waitings orei h^ 
less love-stories and the miseries of hnman life. They are not awsre 
that Goethe smiles at this perfonnance of his yonth; or that the Gecmiin 
Weilcr, with all his faults, is n verj ditfetent peison from his English 
namesake; that his Sorrows are in the original recorded in a tone cif 
strength and sarcastic empha^s, of which the other oflers no vestige 
and intermingled with touches of powerful thought, glimpses oCa philo- 
sophy deep as it is hitler, which our sagacious translator has seen proper 
wholly to otnit- Others again, who have fallen-in with Retisch's Oul- 
Una and the eitracts from /VibjC, consider Goethe as a wild niyslic. » 
dealer in demoDolot^ and osteology, who draws attention by the aid of 
skeletons and evil spirits, whose excellence it is to be extravagant, wbiEC 
chief Dim it is to do what no one but himself has tried. The tyro iii 
German may tell us that the charm olJ^aus/ is altogether imci-nnedEi 
with its pretemalnral import; that the work delineates the fii:ci>f liumiil 
enthiisasm stru^ling agunsi doubts lUid errors frnm withiit, aj^iost 
scepticism, contempt and selfishness from without ; and that Ibu witch- 
craft and magic, intended merely as a shadowy frame for s-i coniilei 
and mysterious a picmre of the moral world and the hnman soul, ut 
introduced for the purpose not so much of being trembled at as laughed 
at. The voice of the t^ro k not listened to ; our indolence lakes purl 
with our ignorance; Fault continues to be called a monster; ami Guelbe 
is r^aided as a man of "some genius," which he has perverted to pro- 
duce all manner of misfashioncd prodigies; things £t!sc, aboitive, (bno- 
less, goigons and hydras and chimeras dire. 

Kow it must no doubt be granted, that so long as our invaluiilue 
constitution is preserved in iu pristine purity, the British nation may 
exist in a state of comparative prosperity with vet^ inadequate ideas of 
Goethe: bnt, at the some time, the present airangement is an evil in lis 
kind ; slight, it is true, and easy to be borne, yet still more easy lo be 
remedied, and which therefore ought to have been remedied ere now. 
Minds like Goethe's are the common property of all nations; and, fiir 
many reasons, all should have correct impressions of them. 

It is partly wi*h the view of doing something to supply thl* 
that Wilielm Sfdilrrs Lekrjakrt'\s now presented lothe English public. 
Written in its Author's foriy-lifth year, embracing hints or disquu' ' 
on almost every leading point in life and liletature, it affords us a 
distinct view of his matured genius, his manner of thought and favotlrile 
subjects, than any of his other works- Nor is it Goethe alone whom il 
portrays; the prevailing taste of Germany is likewise indicated by it. 
Since the year 1795, when il 5rsl appeared at Berlin, niunercms cdilioiu 
of Mastir have licen printed : critics of all ranks, and some of them du- 
senting widely from its doctrines, have loaded it with aicomiiiUm; il* 
KSi^s and poems aie bmiUai lo every German ear; the peof& tMJ 1^ 
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and speak ci it, with an admiration approaching in many coses to tn- 

That it will be equally successful in England I am far indeed from 
anticipating. Apart from the above considerations, from the curiosity, 
intell^ent or idle, which it may awaken, the number of admiring, or 
even approving judges it will find can scarcely fail of being very limited. 
To the great mass of readers, who read to drive away the tedium of 
mental vacancy, emplojring the crude phantasmagoria of a modem novel, 
as their grand^Eithers employed tobacco and diluted brandy, JVil/ielm 
Master will appear beyond endurance weary, flat, stale and unprofitable. 
Those in particular, who take delight in **King Cambyses* vein," and 
open Master with the thought of Werter in their minds, will soon pause 
in utter dismay, and their paroxysm of dismay will pass by d^rees into 
nnspeakable contempt Of romance interest there is next to none in 
Meister; the characters are samples to judge of, rather than persons co 
love or hate; the incidents are contrived for other objects than moving 
or afirighting us; the hero is a milksop, whom, with all his gifts, it takes 
an efibrt to avoid despising. The author himself, far from ** doing it in 
a passion," wears a face of the most still indifference throughout the 
whole affidr; often it is even wrinkled by a slight sardonic grin. For 
the friends of the sublime, then, for those who cannot do without heroical 
sentiments, and ** moving accidents by flood and field," there is nothing 
here that can be of any service. 

Nor among readers of a far higher character can it be expected that 
many will take the praiseworthy pains of Germans, reverential of their 
&vourite author, and anxious to hunt-out his most elusive charms. Few 
among us will disturb themselves about the allegories and typical allu- 
sions of the work ; will stop to inquire whether it includes a remote 
emblem of human culture, or includes no such matter; whether this is a 
light airy sketch of the development of man in all his endowments and 
Acuities, gradually proceeding from the first rude exhibitions of puppets 
and mountebanks, through the perfection of poetic and dramatic art, up 
to the unfolding of the principle of religion, and the greatest of all arts, 
the art of life, — or is nothing more than a bimgled piece of patch- work, 
presenting in the shape of a novel much that should have been sup- 
pressed entirely, or at least given out by way of lecture. Whether the 
characters do or do not represent distinct classes of men, including va- 
rious stages of human nature, from the gay material vivacity of Philina 
to the severe moral grandeur of the Uncle and the splendid accomplish- 
ment of Lothario, will to most of us be of small importance : and the 
everlasting disquisitions about plays and players, and politeness and ac- 
tivity, and art and nature, will weary many a mind that knows not and 
heeds not whether they are true or false. Yet every man*s judgment is, 
in this free country, a lamp to himself: whoever is displeased will cen- 
sure ; and many, it is to be feared, will insist on judging Master by the 
common rule, and what is worse, conaemning it, let Schlegel bawl as 
loudly as he pleases. * ' To judge, " says he, ** of this boolf^ — uftv aaad 
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■ pULowpltrofUII^ it wiDbe iuefota^ 
tad bit CMKCmi are rcprcseoled in the fiisl of Eoiopdii miniis: to ttarmc 
WfaO hare paeUiUd to the Umila at Iheic own coacepdons, utd wnstM 
wiUi Uujugbl* Bod feelings too high lor tbem, it will be pleasing ud 
profilalitetoieetlie hoiizon of their ceitainlits widened, i:>rat least sept- 
tUei wUh a (una line frcrm the impalpable obuure wbict nunauds it 
on cTcr)> litla. Sucli pereoiii I am featlessl; invite to stud; MaiUr. 
Acroaa the diilieurenieiit of a tramUiion, ihey will not &il to discen 
Indulntabl* traces of the greatest geniiu ia our limes. Attd the tonga 
Ihcj tludf, the; are likel; (o disceni them the more distinctly. New 
chirni* will aucccsalvely arise to view; and of the manj> apparent blem- 
Ultca, wlille a few auperfidal ones may be confirmed, the greater and 
mora imputtant part will vanish, or even change from dork to bright 
For, U I m)»lakc not, It is with Masltr as with every work of real and 
ahidlng enciUence, the firaC glance is the least favourable. A pictore of 
Raphaal, a Grc«k ttatue, a play of Sophocles or Sbakspear^ appean 
InaignlfiMiit to the uuprEtcUsed eye; and not till afler long and pntient 
■nd iotoiua cxaml nation, do »e begin to descry the earnest features ot 
that bfanty, which has its foundation in the deepest nature of man, and 
will eonilnue to be pleasing through all ages. 

If thli nppwT cxceasive praise as applied in any sense to MasUr, 
thr curloui ■ceplic is desired to read and weigh the whole pefonnanc^ 
Viilh all lit re fete nets, rclntion.s purposes; and to pronounce Lis verdict 
aftai lia haa clearly nuiicd nud nj>precialed them all. Or if a more ' ' 
cnnvlclion will iiunice, let him turn to the picture of Wilhelm's Etat_. 
nitud iu tht «nd of the first Book, and the beginning of (he second j th* 
•utogU* ofoomnierca and poesy, wliich follow; the description of Hem- 
Im I tht dtataciu o( hUlriuuic life in Serlo and Aurella ; that of ieda'« 
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and lofty manhood in the Uncle and Lothario. But above all, let him 
tnm to the histoiy of Mignon. This mysterious child, at first neglected 
by the reader, gpiadually forced on his attention, at length overpowers 
him with an emotion more deep and thrilling than any poet since the 
days of Shakspeare has succeeded in producing. The daughter of en- 
thusiasm, rapture, passion and despair, she is of the earth, but not earthly. 
When she glides before us through the light mazes of her fairy dance, 
or twangs her cithern to the notes of her homesick verses, or whirls her 
tambourine and hurries round us like an antique Maenad, we co'Ud al- 
most fancy her a spirit; so pure is she, so full of fervour, so disengaged 
from the clay of this world. And when all the fearful particulars of her 
Story are at length laid together, and we behold in connected order the 
image of her hapless existence, there is, in those dim recollections, those 
feelings so simple, so impassioned and unspeakable, consuming. the closely 
shrouded, woe-struck, yet ethereal spirit of the poor creature, something 
which searches into the inmost recesses of the soul. It is not tears 
which her fate calls forth ; but a feeling far too deep for tears. The 
very fire of heaven seems miserably quenched among the obstructions 
of this earth. Her Uttle heart, so noble and so helpless, perishes before 
the smallest of its many beauties is unfolded ; and all its loves and 
thoughts and longings do but add another pang to death, and sink to 
silence utter and eternal. It is as if the gloomy porch of Dis and his 
pale kingdoms were realised and set before us, and we heard the in- 
effectual wail of infants reverberating from within their prison-walls 
forercr. 

Coniinub auditcB voces^ vagiius et ingens^ 
Infantumqtte anima flentes in limine prima: 
Quos dulcis vita exsorteSy et ab ubere raptos^ 
Abstulit atra dieSy et funere mersit acerbo. 

The history of Mignon runs like a thread of gold through the tissue 
of the narrative, connecting with the heart much that were else addressed 
only to the head. Philosophy and eloquence might have done the rest; 
but this is poetry in the highest meaning of the word. It must be for 
the power of producing such creations and emotions, that Goethe is by 
many of his countrymen mnked at the side of Homer and Shakspeare, 
as one of the only three men of genius that have ever lived. 

But my business here is not to judge of Meister or its Author, it is 
only to prepare others for judging it; and for this purpose the most thift 
I had room to say is said. All I ask in the name of this illustrious 
foreigner is, that the court which tries him be pure, and the jury in- 
structed in the cause; that the work be not condenmed for wanting 
what it was not meant to have, and by persons nowise called to pass 
sentence on it. 

Respecting my own humble share in the adventure, it is scarcely 
necessary to say anything. Fidelity is all the merit I have aimed fct : 
U> convey the Author's sentiments, as he himseL' expressed them \ to 
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Ibllow the cnigiRal, in all the variations of its style, has been my ca 
stunt endeavour. In man]' points, botli literary and moral, I could ha 
wished deroutly that be- had not writtea as he has done; but to all 
anything was noi in my commission. The literary and moral |>ersua!ioiii 
of a nilti like Goelhc are objects of a, rational curioaly; and the dulj ij( 
a tnmslatoc is simple and distinct. Accordingly, except a fevr phrasa 
and sentences, not in all Hinounting to a page, which I have dropped ts 
evidently unfit for the English lasle, I have studied to present the work 
exactly as it stands in German. That my success ha£ been indlQereuI, 
I ahmdy know too well. In rendering the ideas of Goelhe, often sc 
snbtle, so capriciously expressive, the mean'mg was not always easy ID 
seize, or to convey with adequate effect. There were thin tints of ^tyle, 
shades of ridicule, or tenderness, or solemnity, resting over large spacer 
and so shght as almost to be evanescent : some of these I may liare 
failed to see ; to many of them I could do no justice. Nor, even in 
plainer matters, con I pride myself in having always imitated bis coQci- 
quial familiarity without falling into sentences bald and rugged, into 
idioms harsh or foreign; or in having copied the flowing oratory ofolber 
passages, without at limes eiaggeraling or defacing the swelling cadentxi 
and phrases of my original. But what work, from the transUting of* 
Gorm.'m novel to the writing of an epic, was ever as the workman wisbld 
and meant it? This version ol Mtii/er, with whatever lanlts it h 
have, I honestly present to my countrymen; if, while it makes any por- 
tion of them more familiar with the richest, most gifted of living miodi, 

it increase their knowledge, or even a/Tord them a transient amusement, 
they will excuse its errors, and I shall be far more (hap paid for all my 
labour. 



PREFACE, AND INTRODUCTIONS. TO THE BOOK 
CALLED -GERMAN ROMANCE." 

[Edinburgh, 1827.] 

This was a Book of Translations, not of my su^esting or desiring, 
but of my eJecuting as honest joumey work in defect of better; publiahol 
at Edinburgh in 1817. The nature of which, and the Titles of the 
Pieces selected, will sufBciently appear as we go on. The Pieces selected 
were the suitablest discoverable on such terms : not quite of Jest tbaa no 
worth (I considered) any Piece of them ; nor, alas, of a very high wortll 
«nj, except one only. Four of these lots, or quotas to the adventure. 
Mn^us's, Tieck's, Richter's, Goethe's, will l>e given in the final stagft 
of this Series: the rest we willingly leave, afloat or stranded, as wasti 
driftwood, to those whom they may liuther ccmcera. (jV(^ ^i'ST^) 
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PREFACE TO GERMAN ROMANCE.i 

It were unhappy for me if the reader should expect in this Work 
any fiill view of so complex a subject as German Novel writing, or of 
so motley a body as the German Novelwriters. The dead wall, which 
divides us from this as from all other provinces of German Literature, I 
must not dream that I have anywhere overturned : at the most, I may 
have perforated it with a few loopholes, of narrow aperture truly, and 
scanty range ; through which, however, a studious eye may perhaps dis- 
cern some limited, but, as I hope, genuine and distinctive features of the 
singular country, which, on the other side, has long flourished in such 
abundant variety of intellectual scenery and product, and been unknown 
to us, though at our very hand. For this wall, what is the worst pro- 
perty in such walls, is to most of us an invisible one ; and our eye rests 
contentedly on Vacancy, or distorted Fata-morganas^ where a great and 
true-minded people have been living and labouring, in the light of 
Science and Art, for many ages. 

In such an undertaking as the present, fragmentary in its very na- 
ture, it is not absolute, but only relative completeness, that can be looked 
for. German Novelwriters are easily come at ; but the German Novel- 
writers are a class of persons whom no prudent editor will hope to ex- 
hibit, and no reader will engage to examine, even in the briefest mode 
of specimen. To say nothing of what has been accumulated in past 
generations, the number of Novelists at present alive and active is to be 
reckoned not in units, but in thousands. No Leipzig Fair is unattended 
by its mob of gentlemen that write with ease ; each duly offering his new 
novel, among the other fancy-goods and fustians of that great emporium. 
Lafontaine, for example, has already passed his hundredth volume. The 
inspirations of the Artist are rare and transient, but the hunger of the 
Manufacturer is universal and incessant. The novel, too, is among the 
simplest forms of composition ; a free arena for all sorts and d^prees of 
talent, and may be worked in equally by a Henry Fielding and a Doctor 
Polydore. In Germany, accordingly, as in other countries, the Novel- 
ists are a mixed, innumerable, and most productive race. Interspersed 
with a few Poets, we behold whole legions and hosts of Poetasters, in 
all stages of worthlessness ; here languishing in the transports of Senti- 
mentality, there dancing the St. -Vitus dance of hard-studied Wit and 
Humour; some soaring on bold pinion into the thundery regions of 
Atala^ ou les Amours de deux Sausages; some diving, on as bold fin, 
into the gory profundities of Frankenstein and The Vampyre; and very 
many travelling, contented in spirit, the ancient beaten highway of Com- 
monplace. 

To discover the grain of truth among this mass of falsehood, espe- 
cially where Time had not yet exercised its separating influence, ^ as no 

1 German Romance: Specimens of its chief Authors ; with Biographicqi 
and Critical Notices, In Four Volumes. (£;dinburgh. 1837. \ 
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plain problem ; nor can I fialter myself eilher that I have eidiKnrtcd the 
search, or in no case been ileceived in mf selection. The strength of 
German Literalure does not lie in its Novelwritera ; few of its grealdt 
minds have put forth tbdr fiill power in this departmenl ; many of them, 
of course, have not uttempted it si nil. In the seventeenth centoty, and 
mior, there wns nothing whatever 10 be gleaned ; though Anton Ulridl, 
Dulie of Brunswick Wolfenbultel, had laid a^de his sceptre, lo write a 
novel, 'in sii thousand eight hundred and twaily-two p^es. Klopstodt, 
Herder, Lessing, in the eighteenth century, wrote no novels : the sane 
might almost be said of Schiller; for his fragment of the Cii'sta-ftttr 
(Ghost-seer), and his Magaiine-slory of the Verbrahtr am vtrhrtiHT 
Ehre (Criminal ^m Loss of Honour), youlhfnl attempts, and both I 
believe already in English, scarcely form an exception. TTie eMct 
Jacobi's Waldcmar and Alhinll I was forced, not without consciouaieii 
oflheir merits, to pass over as too abstruse and didactic; for a likeiea- 
son ofdidacticality, though in a far different sense, Wieland could aSarA 
me nothing whidi seemed worthy of himself and our present idea of 
him i and Klinger's Fauil, the product evidently of a rugged, vehem«il, 
sub^^mtial mind, seemed much too harsh, inlemal, and onpoeticat for 
English readers. Of Novalis and his wondrous fragments, I cooH not 
hope that their depth and wizaid beauty would be seen Bcross ihdr 
mysticism. Other meritorious names I may have omitted, (loia ignor- 
ance. Maler Miiller'a I was obliged to omil, becanse none of his fic- 
tions were, properly speaking, novels; and unwillingly obl^ed, far his 
plays and idyls bespeak a true artist ; and the English reader would do 
well, by the earliest opportunity, to substitute the warm and vigorotu 
Adam's A-waktrdng of Miiller, for Gessner's rather faint and washy 
Dralh of AM, in forming a judgment of the German IdyL 

A graver objection than that of omissions, is that, in my selection^ 
I have not always fixed upon the best performance of my author; and 
to this 1 have unhappily no contradiction to give, nor any answer 
make, except that it lay not in the nature of my task to avoid it; ai 
that often not the excellence of a work, but the humble eonsideratioBX 
of its sii^ its subject, and its being untranslated, had to determine roy 
doice. In justice to our strangers, the reader will be pleased to beai 
6us fact in mind : with regard to two of them, to Fouqui! and Richler, 
his especially necessary. 

By a secondary arrangement, in surveying what seemed tfie cUef 
munes among the German Novelwriters, we have also obtained a "nen 

* Die DsrMnuekli^ste Synrin ArarHCna (Her Most Serene M^esty 
Aramena of Syria), 1669. On the irfiole, it is simple enough of otn- d&ga- 
lines to inform us that the literalure, nay sometimes it is abo llii liiiiti»g»i. 
ol Germany, began to be cullivaled in the tbne of Frederick II. Iflbe 
names of Hutten. Opitz, Lohenslein, &c. fie. are iHturally unknown I 
we ouehl really to have heard of Luther. Nay, was not Jacoi Bdimi 
dered into huge loLios. with incomparable diagrams, in the time ol Jwni 
fiai is cot Hans Sachs known (by nomeaX l^t) to all barbers? 
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of the chief modes of Gennan Novelwriting. The Mdhrchen (Popular 
Tale), a favourite, almost tritical topic among the Germans, is here 
twice handled ; in what may be called the prosaic manner (by Musaus), 
and in the poetical (by Tieck). Of the Ritterroman (Chivalry Romance) 
there is also a specimen (by Fouque) ; a short one, yet I fear, in many 
judgments, too long. Hoffmann's Golden Pot belongs to a strange sort 
(the Fantasy-piece), of which he himself was the originator, and which 
its sedulous cultivation, by minds more willing than able, bids fair, in 
no great length of time, to explode. Richter's two works correspond 
to our common English notion of the Novel ; and Goethe's is a Kun- 
strotnan (Art-novel), a species highly prized by the Germans, and of 
which Wilhelm Meister's Apprenticeships the first in date, is also in their 
mind greatly the first in excellence. 

If the reader will impress himself with a clear view of these six 
kinds; and then conceive some hundreds of persons incessantly occupied 
in imitating, compounding, separating, distorting, exaggerating, diluting 
them, he may have formed as correct an idea of the actual state of Ger- 
man Novelwriting, as it seemed easy with such means to afford him. 
On the general merits and characteristics of these works, it is for the 
reader and not me to pass judgment. One thing it will behove him not 
to lose sight of: They are German Novelists, not English ones; and 
their Germanhood I have all along regarded as a quality, not as a fault 
To expect, therefore, that the style of them shall accord in all points 
with our English taste, were to expect that it should be a false and hol- 
low style. Every nation has its own form of character and life ; and 
the mind which gathers no nourishment from the everyday circumstances 
of its existence, will in general be but scantily nourished. Of writers 
that hover on the confines of faultless vacuity, that write not by vision 
but by hearsay, and so belong to all nations, or, more properly speak- 
ing, to none, there is no want in Germany more than in any other coun- 
try. It would be easy to fill, not four, but four hundred volumes with 
Gennan Novelists of this unblamable description ; thereby to refresh the 
reader with long processions of spotless romances, bright and stately, 
like so many frontispieces in La Belle AssefnblSe^ with cheeks of the 
fairest carnation, lips of the gentlest curvature, and most perfect Grecian 
noses, and no shade of character or meaning to mar their pure idealness. 
But so long as our Minerva Press and its many branch-establishments 
do their duty, to import ware of that sort into these Islands seems un- 
necessary. 

On the whole, as the light of a very small taper may be usefiil in 
total darkness, I have sometimes hoped that this little enterprise might 
assist, in its degree, to forward an acquaintance with the Germans and 
their literature; a literature and a people both well worthy of our study. 
Translations, in this point of view, can be of little avail, except in so 
fer as they excite us to a much more general study of the language. The 
difficulties of German are little more than a bugbear : they can only 
be compared to those of Greek b^ persons claiming praise or guddin^ 
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for bnving mastered them. Three months of moderate d 
carry any man, almosl without assistance of a master, 
slacles ; and the rest is play rather than labonr. 

To judge from the fiipis of the times, this general diffusJOD of Go^ 
man among us seems a consummation not far distant. As an individiul, 
I cannot but anticipate from il some little evil and much good ; and look 
forward with pleasure to the lime when a people who have listened with 
the most friendly placidity to criticisms' of the slenderest nature from 
ns, may be mote filly judged of; and thirty millions of men, speniing 
in the same old Saioti tongue, and ihinltitig in the same old Saion 
spirit with ourselves, may be admitted to the rights of brotherhood 
which Ihey have long deserved, and which it is we chiefly that sofofay 
^thholding. 

MUSJEUS. 

JoHANN August Mus«us was bom in the year 1735, at Jena, 
where his father then held the office of Judge. The quick talents, and 
kind lively temper of the boy, recommended him to the afltction of hi) 
nncle, Herr Weissenbom, Superintendant at Allstadt, who took him to 
his house, and treated him in all respects tike a son. Johann was thei 
in his ninth year: a few months afterwards, his uncle was promoted M 
the post of Geoeral Superintendant at Eisenach; a change which did not 
alter the domestic condition of the nephew, though it replaced him m 
the neighbourhood of his parents; for bis father had also t>een transferred 
to Eisenach, in the capacity of Councillor and Police Mi^istnte. With 
this hospitable relative he continued till his nineteenth year. 

Old Weissenbom had no children of his own, and he detennined 
that his fosler-child should have a liberal educalion. In due 
placed him at the University of Jena, as a student of theology. It is not 
likely that the inclinations of the youth himself had been particularly 
consulted in this arrangement; neverthele.ss he appears to have studied 
with sufficient diligence; for in the uiual period of three years and •. 
half, he obtained his degree of Master, and what was then a. proof of 
more than ordinary merit, was elected a member of the German Sxid)^ 
With these titles, and the groundwork of a sohd culture, he returned to 
Eisenach, to wait for an appointment in the Church, of which he vi 
□ow licentiate. 

For several years, though he preached with ability, and not without 
approval, no appointment presented itself; and when at last a country- 
living in the neighbourhood of Eisenach was offered him, the people 
* Voltaire's pntroni^ng letter to Ramler, in which he condescends lo 
giant Ihe Germans some privileges of literary ciliienship. on [he GtreDgth 
of "Monsieur Goltehed" (Goltsched. long ago Heknowfedged as the ime 
German Antichiist of Wit), is still hdd in remembrance ; so likewise Is tlte 
Wre Bouhoiira's eitremoly satirical inquiry. Si vh Allivtanrl ptui a ' ' 
{■eifntt 
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stoutly resisted the admi^ion of their new pnslor, on tlie grouni^, says 
his Biographer, Ihnt "he had once been seen dancing." It maybe, how- 
ever, that the sentence of the peasants was not aUogelher so intirm as 
this its alleged very narrow basis would betolten : judging from external 
circumstances, it by no means appears that devotion was at any time 
the chief distinction of the new candidate; and to a simple rustic flock, 
his shining talents, unsupported by zeal, would be empty and unprofitable 
as sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal At all events, this hindrance 
closed his theol<^cal career; it came in good season to withdraw him 
from a calling, in which, whether willingly or unwillingly adopted, his 
history must have been dishonest and contemptible, and bis gifts could 
M.7er have availed him. 

Musaus had now lost his profession ; but his resources were not 
limited to one department of activity, and he was still young enough to 
choose another. His temper was gay and kindly; his feculties of mind 
were brilliant, and had noiir been improved by yeais of steady industry. 
His residence at Eisenach had r.ot been spent in scrutinising the phases 
nf duirch preEument, or dancing attendance on patrons and dignitaries: 
he had stored his miad with useful and ornamental knowledge; and 
from his remote watch-tower, his keen eye had discerned the movements 
of the world, and finnjuiign ents of its wisdom and its folly were gather- 
ing form in his thoughts. In his twenty-tiflh year he became an author; 
a satirist, and, what is rarer, a just one. Germany, by the report of it« 
eaemies and lukewarm friends, is seldom long without some Idol ; sorot 
author of superhuman endowments, some system that promises to reno- 
vate the earth, some science destined to conduct, by a north-west pas8~ 
^e, to universal knowledge. At this period, the lirazen Image of the 
day was our English Richardson ; his novels had been translated into 
German with unbounded acceptance;* and Graiuluim was figuring in 
manyweak heads as the sole model of a true Christian gentleman. MusSui 
published his Gtrman Gratiiiiscn in 1760; a work of good omen as a. 
fint attempt, and received with greater favour than the popularity of its 
victim seemed to promise. It cooperated with Time in removing this 
ipiritnal epidemic; and appears to have survived its object, for it was 
nprinted in lySi . 

The success of Ms anonymous parody, however gratifying to the 
youLhliil anthor, did not tempt him to disclose his name, and still less 
to think of literature as a profession. With his cool sceptical temper, 
Ik was little liable to over-estimate his talents, or the prizes set up for 
Iheni; and he longed much less for a literary enistence than for a civic 
me. In 1763, his wish to a certain extent was granted : he became 
Tutor of the Pages in the court of Weimar ; which office, after seven 
puctnal and laboiious years, he exchanged for a professorship in the 
Oynnasiani , or public school of the same town. He had now married; 
nd unid the cares and pleasures of providing for a faimi'j, a:Qd.V.«ic^va% 
* See the I.etlera o/Meta, Klopstock's lady, in Richardiim'i L»/* »»* 
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bonM like IB honest burgher, the dreams of rame had &ded ctiU bi&a 
from hi( mind. The emoluments of hia post were small ; but hu beul 
wax light, and his mind humble : to bcrease hii income he gave piiraB 
lessons in history and Ihe like, "to young ladies and gentlemen of 

quality." and for several years took cfaai^ of a few boarders. Tlu 
DBiDcs of Wieland and Goethe bad now risen on the norld, vrhiU liil 
own was still under the horizon : but this obscuiily, enjoying ai he did 
tite kind esteem of all his many pfeisonal acquaintances, he teJt to be I 
very light evil ; and participated without envy in whatever enleclun- 
ment or instruction his famed contemporaries could afftuil him. ^ " 
literature he still occupied his Idsure; he had read and reflected n 
but for any public display of his acquirements he was making no 
paration, and feeling no ansiety. 

After an interval of nineteen years, the appearance of a new 
■gain called forth his iconoclastic feculty. L-avater had left his pai 
age among the Alps, and set out on a cruise over Europe in SMToh <i 
proselytes and striking physiognomies. His theories, supported by Hi 
penonil intlnence, and the honest rude ardour of his character, becant 
the rage in Germany ; and men, women and childro:) were immerKd ia 
promoting philantbropy, and studying the human mind. Whereupon 
Mucins grasped his satirical hammer ) and with lusty strokes detiiad 
- and unshriaed the false divinity. His Fhysiognsmkal TraveU, irtiidl 
appeared in 1779, is still ranked by the Geiman critics among the hap- 
piest productions of its kind in their literature; and still reiid foi Ui 
wit and acutenesE, and genial overHowing humour, though the object it 
attacked has long ago become a reminiscence. At the time o< its pab- 
lii^tion, when everything conspired to give its qualities their full eSect, 
the applause it gained was instant and general. The author had, as in 
the former case, concealed his name : but the public curiosity soon pene- 
trated the secret, which he bad now no interest in keeping; and Muaiiu 
was forthwith enrolled among the lights oi his day and generatitMi; ttnd 
courteous readers crowded to him from far and near, to see his bee; 
and pay him the tribute of their admiration. This uidooked-Ibl C(^ 
brity be valued at its just price; continuing to live a£ il it were 
gratiRed chiefly in his character of father, at having found an b 
means of improving his domestic circumstances, and enlarging the com- 
torts ot his family. The ground was now broken, and he was not long 
in digging deeper. 

The popular traditions of Germany, so nimierous and ofi«i so in 
pressive, bad attracted bis attention; and their nigged Gothic vigour, sad- 
dened into sternness or venerable grace by the flight ot ages, became 
dearer to his taste, as he looked abroad upon the mawkish deluge of 
SenttmentaUty, with which TSe Sorraas ej Wnier bad been the tiuw- 
cent signal for a ligion of imitators to drown the Und. The spirit of 
German imagination seined but ill represented by tliese tearful peisont, 
who, if their hearts were full, minded little though their Leads were 
einpty : their spasnodic ten<1einess made no imposing ligUK bendc UN 
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gloomy strength, which might still in fragments be discerned in their 
distant predecessors. Of what has been preserved from age to age by 
living memory alone, the chance is that it possesses some intrinsic merits 
its very existence declares it to be adapted to some form of our common 
nature, and therefore calculated more or less to interest all its forms. It 
struck Musaus that these rude traditionary fragments might be worked 
anew into shape and polish, and transferred from the hearths of the com- 
mon people to the parlours of the intellectual and refined. He deter- 
mined on forming a series of Volksmahrcherty or Popular Traditionary 
Tales ; a task of more originality and smaller promise in those days than 
it would be now. In the collection of materials he spared no pains ; 
and despised no source of intelligence, however mean. He would call 
children from the street ; become a child along with them, listen to their 
nursery tales, and reward his tiny narrators with a dreyer apiece. Some* 
times he assembled a knot of old women, with their spinning-wheels, 
about him; and amid the hum of their industrious implements, gathered 
stories of the ancient time from the lips of the garrulous sisterhood. 
Once his wife had been out pa3dng visits : on opening the parlour-door 
at her return, she was met by a villanous cloud of tobacco-smoke ; and 
venturing forward through the haze, she found her husband seated by 
the stove, in company with an old soldier, who was smoking vehemently 
on his black stump of a pipe, and charming his landlord, between whifis, " 
with l^endary lore. 

The VolksmdhrcheHy in five little volumes, appeared in 178a. They 
soon rose into favour with a lai^e class of readers ; and while many 
generations of novels have since that time been ushered into being, and 
conducted out of it, they still survive, increasing in popularity rather 
than declining. This preeminence is owing less to the ancient materials, 
than to the author's way of treating them. The primitive tradition often 
serves him only as a vehicle for interesting description, shrewd sarcastic 
speculation, and gay fanciful pleasantry, extending its allusions over all 
things past and present, now rising into comic humour, now sinking into 
drollery, often tasteless, strained, or tawdry, but never dull. The traces of 
poetry and earnest imagination, here and there discernible in the original 
fiction, he treats with levity and kind sceptical derision : nothing is re- 
quired of the reader but what all readers are prepared to give. Since 
tiie publication of this work, the subject of popular tradition has been 
handled to triteness; Volksmahrchen have been written and collected 
without stint or limit ; and critics, in admitting that Musaus was the first 
to open this mine of entertainment, have lamented the incongruity be- 
tween his subject and his style. But the faculty of laughing has been gi- 
ven to all men, and the feeling of imaginative beauty has been given only 
to a few ; the lovers of primeval poetry, in its unadulterated state, may 
censure Musaus ; but they join with the public at lai^e in reading him. 

This book of Volksmahrchen established the character of its author 
for wit and general talent, and forms the chief support of his reputation 
with posterity. A few years after, he again ap^eaxoi >q^x^ >^ ^^o^^^ 
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K'iih a humorous perfonnnnce, intilled Fritnd ffAn's Affaritieni, tn 
tk/ style ef Noiberg, printed in 17S5. Friend Jfdn is a name nnriD 
which Musaus, for what reason his comtDentator Wieland seems nniblt 
to infoim us, usually petaonifies Death ; the essay itself, which 1 liirre 
never seen, may he le^s irreverent and offensive to pious feeling than iu 
title indicates, and it is said to abound with "wit, humonr and know- 
ledge of life," as mach es any of his fornier works. He had also begm 
a second series ofTales, under the title of .SW-awj/^m {Ostrich-Ieathertl: 
but only the first volume had appeared, when death put a period to Us 
labours. He had long been in weakly healthj oftiai affiicted with vio- 
lent headaches: his disorder was a polypus of the heart, which cul him 
off on the jBth of October 17E7, in the fifty-second year of his age. Tlie 
Straiiss/fdem was completed by another hand ; and a siQall volume li 
Jiimains, edited by Kolzebue in 1791, concludes the list of his writings 
A simple but lasleftil memorial, we are told, was erected over his gnrt 
by some unknown friend. 

Musaus was a practical believer in tbe Horation maxim. A?/ alid- 
rati : of a jovial heart and a penetrating well-cijllivated understanding 
he saw things as they were, and had little di.sposition or aptitude to in- 
vest them with any colours but their own. Without much effort, there- 
fore, he stood aloof from every species of Cant ; and teas the man he 
thought himself, and wished others to think him. Had his temper been 
nnsocial and toelanchoiic, such a creed might have rendered him spiu- 
fill, narrow and selfish : but nature had been kinder to him than educt 
tion ; he did not quarrel with the world, though he saw its barrennesB, 
and knew not how to make it solemn any more than lovely ; for hia 
heart was gay and kind ; and an imperturbable good-humour, more po- 
tent than a panoply of brass, defended him from the stings and amnn 
of outrageous Fortune to the end of his pilgrimage. Few laugheix hare 
walked so circumspectly, and acquired or merited so much affection. Sj 
profession a Momus, he looked upon the worid as little else than a boUDd- 
less Chase, where the wise were to recreate themselves with the hunting 
cf Follies ; and perhaps be is the only satirist on record of whoot it cm 
be said that his jesting never cost him a friend. His humour is, indeed, 
untinctured with bitterness ; sportfiil, ebullient and guileless as the 
frolics of a child. He could not reverence men; hut with all th^ 
faults he loved them ; for they were his brethren, and their feolts vert 
not clearer to him than his own. He inculcated or ratertained no lofty 
principles of generosity ; yet though never rich in purse, he was always 
ready to divide his pittance with a needier fellow-man. Of vanity be 
showed little or none : in obscurity he was contented ; and when Mi 
honours came, be wore them meekly, and was the last to see that thty 
were merited. In society he was courteous and yielding ; a univeisa] 
favourite ; in his chosen drcle, the most fascinating of companions. 
From the slenderest trifle, he could spin a boundless web ofdroUeiy; 
and his brilliant mirth enlivened without wounding. With the foibles 
ifotlias, be abstained trom mcdd^icg -, 'but amna^^iis friend^ wein 
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infonned, lie could for hours keep the taUe in a roar, when, ^-ith his 
dry, yiimitable vein, he started some banter on himself or his wife; and, 
in trustful abandonment, laid the reins on the neck of his fancy to pur- 
sue it. Without enthusiasm of character, or any pretension to high or 
even earnest qualities, he was a well-conditioned, laughter-loving, kindly 
man ; led a gay, jestful life ; conquering by contentment and mirth of 
heart the long series of difficulties and distresses with which it assailed 
him ; and died r^^retted by his nation, as a forwarder of harmless plea- 
sure ; and by those that knew him better, as a truthful, unassuming, 
affectionate, and, on the whole, very estimable person. 

His intellectual character corresponds with his moral and social one; 
not high or glorious, but genuine so far as it goes. He does not ap- 
proach the first rank of writers; he attempts not to deal with the deeper 
feelings of the heart ; and for instructing the judgment, he ranks rather 
as a sound, well-informed, common-sense thinker, than as a man of high 
wisdom or originality. He advanced few new truths, but he dressed 
many old ones in sprightly apparel ; and it ought to be remembered, 
that he kept himself unspotted from the errors of his time : a merit which 
posterity is apt to underrate ; for nothing seems more stolid than a past 
delusion ; and we forget that delusions, destined also to be past, are now 
present with ourselves, about us and within us, which, were the task so 
easy, it is pity that we do not forthwith convict and cast away. Musaus 
had a quick vigorous intellect, a keen eye for the common forms of the 
beautiful, a fancy ever prompt with allusions, and an overflowing store 
of sprightly and benignant humour. These natural gifts he had not ne- 
glected to cultivate by study both of books and things ; his reading dis- 
tinguishes him even in Germany ; nor does he bear it about him like an 
ostentatious burden, but in the shape of spiritual strength and plenty 
derived fix)m it. As an author, his beauties and defects are numerous 
and easily discerned. His style sparkles with metaphors, sometimes just 
and beautiful, often new and surprising ; but it is laborious, unnatural, 
and diffuse. Of his humour, his distinguishing gift, it may be remarked, 
that it seems copious rather than fine, and originates rather in the un- 
derstanding than in the character : his heart is not delicate, or his affec- 
tions tender ; but he loves the ludicrous with true passion ; and seeing 
keenly, if he feels obtusely, he can choose with sufficient skill the point 
of view from which his object shall appear distorted, as he requires it 
This is the humour of a Swift or a Voltaire, but not of a Cervantes, or 
even of a Sterne in his best passages ; it may produce a Zadt'j^ or a 
BattU of the Books ; but not a Don Quixote or a Corporal Trim, Mu- 
saus is, in fact, no poet ; he can see, and describe with rich graces wliat 
he sees ; but he is nothing, or very little, of a Maker. His imagination 
is not powerless : it b like a bird of feeble wing, which can fly from tree 
to tree ; but never soars for a moment into the iether of Poetiy, to bathe 
in its serene ^lendour, with the regi'^ of the Actual lying Ux below, 
and brightened into beauty by radiance not its own. He if a nuui of iin« 
and varied taknt, but scarcely of any genius^ 
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These characteristics are apparent enough in his Popular Tale* ; dicj 
may be traced even in the few spedmens of that work, by which beii 
now introduced to the Fnglith reader. As ba>i been already stated, hii 
Vatksmdkrchm exhibit himself moch better than his snbjecl. lie is not 
admitted by hii critics to have seized the finest spirit of this ^Mde 
fiction, or turned it to the account of which itb capable in other hn 
Whatever was anstere or earnest, still more, whatever bordered e{ 
awe o[ honor, his riant fancy rejected with aversioQ; the rigorous na 
Bometitnes hid in these tmditioris, the ^ro lines of primeval feelit^aod 
imagination to be traced in them, had no charms for him. These nam 
of the remote time he has not attempted to complete into a perfect edi* 
fice, according to the first simple plan; he has rather pargetted them 
anew, and decorated them with the most modem ornaments andfitmiturej 
and he Introdaces his guests, with a roguish smile at the strange ai 
contrast they are to perceive between the movables and the aparuneiL 
Sometimes he rises into a flight of simple eloquence, and for a sealoicc 
or two seems reolly beautiful and affecting ; bat the knave is alwip 
laughing in his sleeve at our credulity, aiui returns with double nJidi 10 
riot at will in his favourite domain. 

Of the three Tales here offered to the reader,' notliing need be lud 
in explanation : for their whole siguificam^, with all theii lieautiea and 
blemishes, lies very near the surface. I have selected them, as 
mens at once of hij manner and his materials ; in the hope, that, Eon- 
veying some impression of a gifted and favoniite writer, they may (at- 
nish a little eitleitaimnent both to the lovers of inteUeclual novelty tad 
of imiocent amosement. To neither can 1 promise very much : Husiins 
ii a man of sterling powers, but no literary monster ) and his Tales, 
though smooth and ghttering, are cold ; they have beauty, yet it is the 
beautynot of living forms, but of well-proportioned statues. Meaniriiil^ 
I have given him as I found iiiin, endeavoaring to copy fiuthfiilly; 
changing nothing, whether 1 might think it good or bad, that mj skill 
etiabled me to keep unchanged. With all drawbacks, I anticipate so 
favour for him : but his case admits no pleading ; being clear by its o 
light, it must stand or fall by a first judgment, and without the help of 
advocates. 

FRIEDRICH DE LA MOTTE FOUQufe, 

Thk Baron Frledrich de la Motte Fouque is of French extraction, 
but disthiguished for the true Germanism of his character, both aj a 
writer and a man ; and ranks, lor the last twenty years, among the taai 
popular and prodnctlve authors of his country. 

His fatmly, expelled from France by the Revocation of the Edict «t 

Nantz, appears to have settled at the Hague ; from which this taaitcb 

> I. Dumi Lav*; a, LiiusJa; 3. MtUcksila. 
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of it was transferred to Prussia by the fortunes of our Author's grand- 
fiither, whose name and title the present Baron has inherited. This first 
Fiiedrich, bom in the early part of last century, had been sent in boy- 
hood to die Court of Anhait- Dessau, in the character of Page : he soon 
quitted this station ; entered the Prussian army as a private volunteer ; 
by merit, or recommendation, was gradually advanced ; and became ac- 
quainted with the Prince Royal, then a forlorn, oppressed and discon- 
tented youth, but destined afterwards to astonish and convulse the world, 
vnder the name of Frederick the Great. Young La Motte stood in high 
fitvoor with Frederick ; and seems likewise to have shown some pru- 
dence in humouring the jealous temper of the old King ; for during the 
Prince's arrest, which had followed his projected elopement from paternal 
tuition, the Royal Shylock, instead of beheading La Motte, as he had 
treated poor De Catt, permitted him to visit the disconsolate prisoner, 
and without molestation to do him kind ofhces. On his accession to the 
throne, Frederick the King did not fail, in this instance, to remember 
the debts of Frederick the Prisoner : the fnend of his youth continued 
to be the friend of his manhood and age ; La Motte rose rapidly from 
post to post in the army, till, having gained the rank of General, he had 
opportunity, by various gallant services in the Seven- Years War, to se- 
cure the prosperity of his household, and earn for himself a place in the 
military history of his new country. With his Sovereign he continued in 
a kindly and honest relation throughout his whole life. His Letters, pre- 
served in Frederick's Works, are a proof that he was not only favoured 
but esteemed : the imperious King is said to have respected his upright 
and truthful nature ; and, though himself a sceptic and a scoffer, never 
to have interfered in word or deed with the piety and strict religious 
persuasions of his servant The General became the founder of that 
Pmssian family, which has since acquired a new and fairer distinction 
in the person of his grandson. 

The present Friedrich, our Author, was bom on the nth of Feb- 
fuary 1777. Of his early history or habits we have no account, except 
that he was educated by Hiilse ; and soon sent to the army as an officer 
in the Royal Guards. In this capacity he served, during his nineteenth 
jrear, in the disastrous campaign of the Rhine. One of his brother offi- 
cers and intimates here was Heinrich von Kleist; a noble-minded and 
ill-fated man of genius, whom the mismanagement of a too impetuous 
and feeling heart has since driven to suicide, before the world had suffi- 
ciently reaped the bright promise of his early years. 

The misfortunes of his country drove Fouqu^ back into retirement : 
while Prussia languished in hopeless degradation under the iron sway of 
France, he kept himself apart from military life ; settled in the country, 
and hanging up his ineffectual sword, devoted himself to domestic cares 
and joys, and in the Kingdoms of Imagination sought refuge from the 
aspect of actual oppression and distress. Of a temper susceptible, lively 
and devout, his faculties had been quickened by communion with kin- 
dred minds ; and still more by collision with the vast exeata ^blcK b^d. 
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fiUed the world with sstonbhmeni, aDd his poilion of it witli diAua 
and ob^LiucIioD. At this juncture, wliils cooleniplating a llleiaiy lili, 
it was doubtless a circumsiam;e of no >iiuill influence on his future efibm 
that he become acquainted wilh August Wilbelm Schl^eL By Schli^ 
he was iutioduced to the stud; of Spanish Poetiy ; a fact froia which 1 
skilful Iheoriser might plausibly enough deduce the whole psycbological 
history of Fouqu^ ; for it seems as if the beautiful and wondrous qniil 
of this literature, so fervent yet so joyful, so solemn yet so full of lil«n- 
dtshment, with its warlike piety, and gay chivalrous pomp, had tslccn 
entire po^ession of his mind, and moulded his unsettlel pnwets inlo ilic 
form which they have ever since retained. One thing, at all event)^ is 
clear without help of theory : An ideal of Christian luiighthood, whence- 
soever borrowed or derived, has all along, with more or !ess distincln« 
hovered roimd his fancy ; and this it has been the constant task not onif 
of his pen to represent in poetical delinealion^ but aUo of his life to 
realise in external conduct. As to its origin, whether in the poetiy of 
Spain, or in the perplexities of a suifering and religious lif^ or in llie 
French Revolution and its reaction on a temper abhorrent of its mateini 
principles, or in any or all of these causes, it were unprofitable to b- 
qiure 1 for the problem is of no vital importance, and we have not diti 
&r even an approximate solution. 

Fouque published his Cast works under the pseudonym of Pellegrin : 
he translated the Numanda of Cervantes ; he wrote Si^trd, Ahnit, 
TheHisieyy ef Miller Calray: a small volume oS Dramarit Ta/a va 
published for him by his friend Schl^el. These performances ate ill 
of a chivalry cast ; attempts to body forth the sentiment with which out 
Author's mind was already almost exclusively pervaded. Their success 
was incomplete ; sufhcient to indicate their object, but not to attain il. 
The models which he had in view seem still to have awed and met- 
shadowed his poetic faculty ; his productions have a southern e: 
pect i and in the opinion of his critics, it is only in gUmpse* that » 
genuine inspiration can be discerned in them. I)fr Hild da NtriMS 
(The Hero of the North), a dramatic work in three parts, ' ' 

the story of the Nicttlungat LUd, was the first perfoncance at 
in his own name ; and also the first which showed his genius in 
form, or prodnced any deep impression ou the pubbc. This work vu 
ftcknowlcdged to be of inie northern growth: it found applauding reodcn 
and had the honour to be criticised in the Hdddbergcr jfaArbiichir, ^ 
no meaner a person than Jean Paul Ftiedrich Ricbter, who bestowed oa 
the poet the surname of Der Taffiri, or The Valiant, in allu^on lo tte 
quality which seemed to be the soul of his own character, and of ibe 
characters which he ponrayed. 

The ground thus gained, La Matte Fouque has not been n^ligcst 
lo make good and extend. Since the date of his first appearance, ^cr 
after year has duly added its tribute of volumes to the list of his worksi 
he has written in veise and prose, in narrative and representation i lii 
pnducliona varying in form through all the extremes of variety, bit 
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animated by the same old spirit, that of Knighthood and Religion. On 
Uie whole, he seems to have continued growing in esteem, both with the 
lower and the upper classes of the literary world. His Zauberring (Magic 
Ring) has lately been translated into English : we have also versions of 
his Sintram and his Undine. The last little work, published in 18 ii, 
has become a literary pet in its own country ; being dandled and patted 
not only by the soft hiands of poetical maidens, but even by the homy 
paws of RecensentSy a class of beings to the full as dire and doughty as 
our own Reviewers. Undine and Sintram are parts of a series or cir- 
cuit of " Romantic fictions," entitled the yahreszeiten (Seasons), which 
were published successively at four different periods : it is from the same 
work, the Autumn Number of it, that Aslaugd's Knight^ the Tale which 
follows this Introduction, has been extracted. 

The poet had now wedded : and we figure him as happy in his own 
Arcadian seclusion ; for his lady is a woman of kindred genius, and has 
added new celebrity to his name by various writings, partly of her own, 
partly in concert with her husband. In 181 3, his poetic leisure was in- 
terrupted by the clang of battle-trumpets. Napoleon's star had begun 
to decline ; and Prussia rose, as one man, to break asunder the fetters 
with which he had so long chained Europe to the dust. The knightly 
Baron was the first to rouse himself at the voice of his country ; he again 
girded on his harness, and took the field at the head of a small troop 
of volunteers. His little band would seem to have been joined with the 
Jager (or, as we call it. Chasseur) Regiment of Brandenburg Cuirassiers ; 
in which squadron he served, first as Lieutenant, then as Rittmeister, 
with the devout and fervid gallantry, which he had so often previously 
delineated in his writings. Like the lamented Komer, he stood by the 
cause both with *' the Lyre and the Sword." His arm was ever in the 
hottest of the battle ; and his songs uplifted the triumph of victory, or 
breathed fresh ardour into the hearts of his comrades in defeat. These 
lyrical efiusions have since been collected and published : for the future 
historian they will form an interesting memorid. At Culm, the poetical 
soldier was wounded ; but the incompleteness of his cure did not prevent 
him from appearing in his place on the great day of Leipzig ; and thence- 
forward following the scattered enemy to the banks of the Rhine. Here 
ill health, arising from excessive exertion, forced him to return : he had 
toiled faithfully till the struggle was decided ; and could now, with a 
quiet mind, leave others to complete the task. By the King he was 
raised to the rank of Major, and decorated with the cross of the Order 
of St. John. He retired to his former residence at Rennhausen, near 
Rathenau ; betook himself again to writing, with unabated diligence ; 
and has since produced, among various other chivalry performances of 
greater or smaller extent, an *' epic poem," entitled Corona^ celebrating 
the events in which he himself was present and formed part. Here, so 
&r as I have understood, he still chiefly resides ; enjoying an enviable 
lot ; the domestic society of a virtuous and gifted wife ; the exercise of 
a poetic genius, which his brethren repay with pia^ \ «xA ^>C^ ^«ax«c 

VOX. /. ^ 
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boDoBtt M > man and ■ dtuen, whidi iat own ei 
tkil he hai Dotted* 

FoaqaA gouus k sot ofa kind to pntrAe or 
bt tCa tuiti are negBli*e lathCT than poative, and its 
diScolt to diiceni. The stnicnire of his miDd is simple ; fab tw*k— h 
in batmoaj wilfa bis feeling! ; and ha taste seeas to indade few madrl 
of etcelleiice, whidi be has not in some con^eratile degree (he powerla 
realise. He ieIIuie id diusod with bimself ; biswnrtcsaic freefrna Btcf 
naj incomisteocf , and appear to be produced with lightness and &iecd<m. 
A pure semitivc heart, deeply reverenl ofTnith, and Bcsuty, and Ucnnc 
Virtue ; a quick perception of certain forms embodying these high ijuli- 
tiea ; vad a delicate and daintj hand in pictoring than foith, arc gifts 
which few readers of his works will contest him. At the same time^ it 
must be granted, he lias iio preeminence in strength, either of bead or 
heart ; and his circle of activity, thongh fiiU of animation, is far fran 
compcehensive. He is, as il were, possessed by one idea. A few noCc^ 
some of them, in tnith, of rich melody, yet still a very few, include Ac 
whole muEic of his being. The Chapel and the Tilt-yard stand in the 
background or the foreground, in all the scenes of his iiniTeise. H* 
gives US knights, soD-hearted uid strong-armed ; fiill of Christian sdf- 
deuial, patience, meekness and gay easy daring ; they stand before ns 
in their ndld frankness with suitable equipment, and occompammait of 
iquire and dame ; and frequently the whole has a tine, tbongh sekloma 
vigorous, poetic life If this can content ns, it Sa well ; if no^ there is 
no help ; for change of scene and person bnngs little change of subject ; 
even when no diivalry is mentioned, we feel too dearly the inflnence ol 
its unseen presence. Nor can it be said, that in this solitary department 
his success is of the very highest sort. To body forth the spirit of Chris- 
tian Knighthood in existing poetic fonns ; to wed that old seHtimait to 
modem Iheiigkh, was a task which he could not attempt. He has 
turned rather to the fictions and machineiy of former days ; and trans- 
planted-his heroes into distant ages, and scenes divided by their nature 
from our common world. Their manner of existence conies imaged bade 
to US fiiint and ineffectual, like the crescent of the setting moon. 

These things, however, are not faults, but the want of merits. Where 
something is effected, it were ungracious to reckon Up too narrowly how 
much is left untried. In all his writings, Fouque shows himself as a. man 
deeply imbued with feelings of religion, honour and brotherly love ; he 
sings of Faith and Affection with a full heart ; and a spirit of tender- 
ness, and vestal puilty, and meek heroism, sheds salutary inSuences from 
his presence. He is no primate or bishop in the Church Poetical ; but 
a simple chaplain, who merits the honours of a small but well-discharged 
function, and claims no other. 

In mental structnre, Fouqu^ seems the converse of Musaus, whom lie 
followi in the present volume. If Musaus was a man of t^en^ with 
little genius, Fouqu^ is a man ofgenins, with little more than an ordinarf 
_ '&MV of (Blent. His intcUecl is no*, ritber or mote powerful than that 
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of oommoii mindS) nor his insight into the world and man's heart more 
keen ; but his feelings are finer, and the touch of an aerial fency giyei 
life and loveliness to the products of his other powers. Among English 
authors, we might liken him to Southey ; though their provinces of 
writing are widely diverse ; and in regard to general culture and ac- 
quirement, the latter must be reckoned greatly his superior. Like Sou- 
liiey, ht finds more readily than he invents ; and his invention, when 
he does trust to it, is apt to be daring rather than successful. Yet his 
extravagant fictions are pervaded by a true sentiment ; a soft vivifying 
soul looks through them ; a religious submission, a cheerful and un- 
wearied patience in affliction ; mild, earnest hope and love, and peaceful 
sabdued enthusiasm. 

To these internal endowments he adds the merit of a style by no 
m^ns ill adapted for displajring them. Lightness and simplicity are 
its chief characteristics i his periods move along in lively rhythm ; stu- 
diously excluding all pomp of phraseology ; expressing his strongest 
thoughts in the humblest words, and veiling dark sufferings or resolute 
purposes in a placid smile. A faint superficial gaiety seems to rest over 
all his images: it is not merriment or humour; but the self-possession 
of a man too earnestly serious to be heedful of solemn looks ; and it 
plays like sunshine on the surface of a dark pool, deepening by contrast 
the impressiveness of the gloom which it does not penetrate. 

If this little Tale of Aslauga*s JCnighfi afford any tolerable emblem 
of those qualities, the reader will not grudge perusing it I pretend 
not to offer it as the best of Fouqu^'s writings, but only as the best I 
know of for my present purpose. Sintram and Undine are already in 
our language : this tale is weaker in result, but also shorter in compass. 
That its chivalry is of a still wilder sort than that which we supposed 
Cervantes had abolished two centuries ago ; that its form is thin and 
unsubstantial, and its effect unsatisfactory, I need not attempt to deny. 
An extravagant fiction for the basis ; delicate, airy and beautiful deline- 
ations in the detail; and the everlasting principles of Faith, and In- 
tegrity, and Love, pervading the whole : such is frequently the character 
of Fouqu^'s writings ; and such, on a smaller scale, appears to be that 
of AslaugcHs Knight^ which is now, with all its imperfections on its 
head, to be submitted to the courtesy of English judges, 

LUDWIG TIECK. 

LUDWiG TiECK, bom at Berlin on the 31st of May 1773, ^^ known 
to the world only as a Man of Letters, having never held any public 
station, or followed any profession, except that of authorship. Of his 
private history the critics and news-hunters of his own country complain 
that they have little information ; a deficiency which may arise in part 
fiom the circomstance, that till of late years^ though from the first ad* 

• Our only Translation from Fouq^ 
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mired b^ the Pntiic^iaiis of his nalive lileralure, he has stood m no higtl 
favour, and of course awakened no greal curiosity, among the readii^ 
Pltii ; and mn; indicate, at ihe same time, that in his walk and coarer- 
latioD there is little wonderful to be discovered. 

His litenuy life he began at Berlin, in his twenty-second jeax, by the 
publication of three Novels, following each other in quick saccessiDD ; 
AidallaJi, WUHam LoveU and P/ler Ltherreeht. These works fonnd 
small patronage at their first appearance, and are still r^arded as im- 
mature products of his genius ; the opening of a cloudy as well as fervid 
dawn; betokening a day of strong heat, and perhaps at last of serene 
brightness. A gloomy tragic spirit is said to reign throughout all of 
them ; the image of a high passionate mind, scorning the base and the 
false, rather than accomplishing the good and the true ; in rapt eamesl- 
ness ' interrogating Fate, ' and receiving no answer, but the echo of itt 
OHH questions reverberated frotn the dead walls of its vast and lone 
imprisonment. 

In this stage of spiritual progress, where so many not otherwise nn- 
gifted minds at length painfully content themselves to take up their per 
mauent abode, where our own noble and hapless Byron perished from 
among OS at the instant when his delivcmnce seemed at hand, it was not 
Tieck's ill fortnoe to continue too long. Mis pDpalar Talis, published 
in 1797 as an ^pendage to his last Novel, under the title di Piter Li- 
berrahts Valksmahrcktn, already indicate that he had worked his way 
throtigh these baleful shuies into a calMer and stintiier elevation; iraifl 
whicl^ and happily without looking at the world through a painted glass 
of any sort, he had b^un to see that there were things to be believed, 
as well as things to be denied; things to be loved and forwarded, K 
well as things to be hated and trodden under foot. The active and po- 
sitive of Goodness was displacing the barren and tormenting n^atiw; 
and worthy feebngs were now to be translated into their only prqitr 
language, worthy adions. In Tieck's mind, all Goodness, all that wis 
noble or excellent in Nature, seems to have combined itself under tU 
image of Poetic Beauty; to the service and defence of which he has eser 
since unweariedly devoted his gifts and his days. 

These Volkimdhrchen are of the most varied nature : sombre, pathe- 
tic, fantastic, satirical ; but all pervaded by a warm genial soul, which 
accommodates itself with equal aptitude to the graveiit or the gayest 
form. A soft abundance, a simple and kindly but often solemn nuya^ 
is in them : wondrous shapes, full of meaning, move over the scene, trae 
modem denizens of the old Fairyland; low tones of plaintivenessorawe 
flit round us; or a starry splendour twinkles down from the imm 
able depths of Night 

It is by this work, as revised and perfected long afterwards, flaU 
we now purpose mtroduciug Tieck to the notice of the English rtBiat 
it was by this also that he was introduced to the notice of his counuy- 
men. A/n- Ltbtrrtchti Votkimdhrchtn was reviewed by August 'Wil' 
bdm ScMegel iu the Jena, Zitln-oiursfilung ; and vts author, for the fiiri 
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time^ brought under the eye of the world as a man of rich endowments, 
and in the fair way for turning them to proper account. To the body 
of the world, however, this piece of news was surprising rather than 
delightful ; for Tieck's merits were not of a kind to split the ears of the 
groundlings, and his manner of producing them was ill calculated to 
conciliate a kind hearing. Schiller and Goethe were at this time silent, 
or occupied with History and Philosophy : Tieck belonged not to the 
existing poetic guild ; and, far from soliciting admission, he had not 
scrupled, in the most pleasant fashion, to inform the craftsmen that 
their great Diana was a dumb idol, and their silver shrines an unprofit- 
able thing. Among these Volksindhrchen one of the most prominent 
is Der gestiefelte KateTy a dramatised version of Puss in Boots ; under 
the grotesque masque of which, he had laughed with his whole heart, 
in a true Aristophanic vein, at the actual aspect of literature ; and with- 
out mingling his satire with personalities, or any other false ingredient, 
had rained it like a quiet shower of volcanic ashes on the cant of Illu- 
mination, the cant of Sensibility, the cant of Criticism, and the many 
other cants of that shallow time, till the gumflower products of the poetic 
garden hung draggled and black under their unkindly coating. In an- 
other country, at another day, the drama of Puss in Boots may justly be 
supposed to appear with enfeebled influences; yet even to a stranger 
there is not wanting a feast of broad joyous humour in this strange 
phantasmagoria, where pit and stage, and man and animal, and earth 
and air, are jumbled in confusion worse confounded, and the copious, 
kind, ruddy light of true mirth overshines and warms the whole. 

This What-d*ye-call-it of Puss in Boots was, as it were, the keynote 
which for several years determined the tone of Tieck*s literary enter- 
prise!. The same spirit lives in his Verkehrte Welt (World turned Topsy- 
turvy), a drama of shnilar structure, which accompanied the former; in 
his tale of ZerHfWy or the Tour in search of Taste, which soon followed 
it ; and in numerous parodies and lighter pieces which he gave to the 
world m his Poetic Journcd ; the second and last volume of which peri- 
odical contains his Letters on Shakspeare, inculcating the same doctrines, 
in a graver shape. About this time, after a short residence in Ham- 
burg, where he had married, he removed his abode to Jena ; a change 
which confirmed him m his literary tendencies, and facilitated the at- 
tainment of their objects. It was here that he became acquainted with 
the two Schlegels ; vind, at the same time, with their friend Novalis, a 
young man of a pure, warm and benignant genius, whose fine spirit 
died in its first blossoming, and whose posthumous works it was, ere 
long, the melancholy task of Tieck and the younger Schlegel to pub- 
lish under their superintendence. With Wackenroder of Berlin, a per- 
son of kindred mind with Novalis, and kindred fortune also, having died 
very early, Tieck was already acquainted and united ; for he had cooper- 
ated in the Herzensergiessungen eines einsamen KlosterbruderSy an elegant 
and impressive work on pictorial art, and Wackenroder's chief perform- 
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These foane mea lyntpathised compldely in their critical idets wifli 
Tiick i and each was bbouring in his own sphere 10 dissemioale thou, 
and reduce them 10 practice. Their endeavouis, it would seem, hne 
prospered ; for in colloquial lileraiy history, this gifted cinqueftril, oftsn 
it is od\j the Irf (oil of Tieck and the Iwo Schlegels, have the otdi^ 
which was long the blmnc, of fonnding a New School of Poetiy, bj 
which the Old School, Grst fired upon in the Gatiefflte JCat/r, and cer 
afterwards assailed, without inleimission, bj eloquence and ridicsl^ 
■rgumctit and entreaty, was at length displaced and hunted out of being; 
or, like Partridge the Astroll^er, reduced to a life which could be prond 
to be no life. 

Of this New School, whii^ has been the subject of much imwia 
talt, and of much not very wise writing, we cannot here attempt Id 
offer an; suitable descripdoD, far less any just estimale. One thing xmj 
be remarked, that the epithet &Aoel seems to descrit>e the case wilii 
little propriety. That since the be^ning of the present ceotury, a gmt 
change has taken place in Gemiait literature, is plain enough, withont 
commentators ; but that it was effected by three young men, living in 
the little town of Jena, is not by any means so plain. The criticii! 
principles of Tieck and the Schl^els had already been set forth, mthe 
forni both of precept and prohihiticMi, and with all the aids of plulo- 
■ophic depth and epigrammatic emphasis, by the united minds of Goethe 
Biid Schiller, in the Horen and Xaden. The development and practical 
application of the doctrine is all that pertains to these reputed foiiDdus 
of the sect. But neither can the change be said to have originated with 
Schiller and Goethe ; for it is a change originating not in individuals, 
but in universal circumstances, and belongs not to Gennaay, but to 
Europe. Among ourselves, for instance, within the last thirty years, 
who has not lifted np his voice with double vigour in praise of Shaksptsre 
and Nature, and vituperation of French taste and French philosopbT? 
who has not heard of the glories of old English literature ; the wealth 
of Queen Elizabeth's age; the penury of Queen Anne's; and the ioqtuty 
whether Pope was a poet? A similar temper is breaking out in France 
itself, hermetically sealed as that country seemed to be against all roneign 
influaices; and doubts are btgiuning to be entertained, aiwl evtii ex- 
pressed, about Comeille and the Three Unities. It seems to be wib- 
Stanlially the same thing which has occurred in GcrniDiiy, and been 
attributed to Tieck and his associates: only that the revolution, which 
ia here proceediiig, and in France commencing, appears in Gemuny to 
be completed. Its results have there been embodied in elaborate laws, 
and profijund systems have been promulgated and accepted : wherea* 
with ns, in past years, there has been as il were a Literary Anarchy; 
Ibi the Pandects of Blair and Bossu are obsolete or abrogated, bat no 
Dew code supplies their place ; and, author and critic, each sings or says 
that which is right in his own eyes. For the principles ofGennafl 
Poetics, we can only refer the reader to the treatises of Kant, Schiller, 
Richter, the Scbl^eb, and thtir man; copyists and eipositorsj widi ibk 
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ptotbise ttat his labour will be hard, but not unrewarded by a plenteous 
hanrest of results, which, whether they be doubted, denied or believed, 
he will find no trivial or unprofitable subject for his contemplation. 

These doctrines of taste, which Tieck embraced every opportunity 
of enforcing &s a critic, he did not fail diligently to exemplify in prac- 
tice ; as a long and rapid series of poetical performances lies before the 
world to attest. Of these, his Genaveva^ a Play grounded on the l^^end 
of that Saint, appears to be regarded as his masterpiece by the best 
judges ; though Franz Sternebalds Wanderungen^ the fictitious History of 
a Student of Painting, was more relished by others ; and, as a critic tells 
ns, 'here and there a low voice might be even heard voting that this 

* novel equalled Wilhelm Meister; the peaceful clearness of which it 

* however nowise attained, but only, with visible effort, strove to imitate. ][ 
In this last work he was assisted by Wackenroder. At an earlier period, 
he had come forth as a translator, with a new version oiDon Quixote: he 
now appeared also as a commentator, with a work entitled Minnelieder 
OHS dem Schwabischen Zdtalter (Minstrelsy of the Swabian Era), pub- 
lished at Berlin in 1803 ; with an able Preface, explaining the relation of 
these poets to Petrarca and the Troubadours. In 1804, he sent out his 
Kaiser Octamanus^ 2l Story which, like the other works mentioned in this 
paragraph, I have never seen, but which I find praised by his country- 
men in no very intelligible terms, as * a fair revival of the old Mahrchen 

* (Traditionary Tale) ; in which, however, the poet moves freely, and 

* has completed the cycle of the romance.' ZV<? Gemalde (The Pictures^ 
Another of his fictions, has lately been translated into English. 

Tieck's frequent change of place bespeaks less settledness in his do- 
mestic than happily existed in his intellectual circumstances. From Jena 
he seems to have again removed to Berlin ; then to a country residence 
nearFrankfort-on-Oder; which, in its turn, he quitted for a journey into 
Italy. In this classic country he found new facilities for two of his 
favourite pursuits : he employed himself, it is said, to good purpose, in the 
study of ancient and modem Art ; to which, while in Rome, he added 
the examining of many old German manuscripts preserved in the Vatican 
Library. From his labours in this latter department, and elsewhere, his 
countrymen have not long ago obtained, in addition to the Minstrelsy^ 
fin Altdeutsches Theater (Old-German Theatre), in two volumes, with the 
hope of more. A collection of Old-German Poetry is still expected. 

In 1806, he returned to Germany; first to Munich, then to his for- 
mer retreat near Frankfort ; but, for the next seven years, he was little 
heard of as an active member of the literary world ; and the regret of 
his admirers was increased by intelligence that ill health was the cause 
of his inactivity. That this inactivity was more apparent than real, he 
has proved by his reappearance in new vigour, at a time when he finds 
a readier welcome and more willing audience. He has since published 
abundantly in various forms ; as a translator, an editor, and a writer 
both of poetry and prose. In 18 12, appeared his early VolksmahrcJ^en^ 
retouched and improved, and combined into a whole, by conyersationsy 
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critical, disquibitianary and descriptive, in Iwo volumes, entitled /tfoii- 
Uuuij {ram which our present specimens of him are taken. Mis Ali- 
diMlicka Theater yns followed '\yj z.n AlUH^ischts, including the dispnud 
plajrs of Shakspeare; a work gladi; received by his countrymen, nole 
devoted admireis of Shakspeaie thim onrselves. Since that time, he hi 
paid us a personal visit In iSiS, he was in London, and is said I 
have lieen welt satisfied with his reception; which we cannot but hope 
was as respectful and kind as a guest so accomplished, and so fnendlj 
to England, deserved at out hands. The fruit of his residence among 
us, it seems, has already appeared in his wiitiofp. He has veiy lalely 
given to the world a Novel on Shakspeare and his Times ; in whidi he 
has not trembled to introduce, as acting characters, the great dramatist 
himself, with Marlowe, and various other poets of that age. Such is the 
report ; which adds, that his work is admired in Getmany ; but that any 
copy of it has crossed the Channel, I have not heard. Of Tieck's pre- 
sent residence, or special pursuits, or economical circumstances, I am 
sorry to Confess my entire ignorance. One httle fact niay perhaps 
be worth adding; that Sophie Bemhardi, an esteemed authoress, ii * ' 



A very slight power of obseryation will suffice ti 
Tieck is no ordinary man ; Init a true Poet, a Poet bot 
Of a nature at once susceptible and strong, he has looked over the circle 

of human interests with a far-sighlcd mid piercing eye, and partaken 
deeply of its joy and woe \ and these impressions on his heart or bis 
roind have been like seed sown on fertile ground, ripening under the 
skyey influences into rich and varied luxuriance. He is no mere observef 
and compiler; rendering back to us, with additions or subtraction^ the 
Beauty which existing things have of themselves presented to him; but 
, a true Maker, to whom the actual and external is but the exdimuHt Six 
ideal creations, representing and ennobling its effects. His feding or 
knowledge, his love or scorn, his gay humour or solemn earnestness, all 
the ridies of his inward world, are pervaded and mastered by the living 
enei^ of the soul which possesses them ; and thdr finer essence is wafied 
to ua in his poetry, like Arabian odours on the wings of the wind. 

But this may be snid of all true poets ; and ^Lch is distinguished 
from all by his indrndnal characteristics. Among Tieck'.s, one of the 
most remarkable is his combination of so many gifis in such foil (U>i 
dmple harmony. His ridicule does not obstruct his adoration; his gay 
Southern fancy lives in union with a Northern heart. With the moodi 
of a longiiig and impassioned spirit he seems deeply conversant; and a 
stiU imagination, m the highest sense of that woni, reigns over all hij 
poetic world. Perhaps, on the whol^ this is his distinguishing facalijl 
■ta imagination, not of tbe intellect, but of the character, not so much 
vague and gigantic as altogether void and boundless. A feeling ai of 
desert vastness steals over us in what appeared to be a common scene; 
□r in high passages, a Ore as of a furnace glows in one small spot, undcl 
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the infinitude of darkness : Immensity and Eternity seem to rest over the 
bounded and quickly-fading. 

His mind we should call well cultivated; for no part of it seems 
stunted in its growth, and it acts in soft unimpeded union. His heart 
seems chastened in the school of experience; fervid, yet meek and hum- 
ble, heedful of good in mean forms, and looking for its satisfaction not 
in passive, but in active enjoyments. His poetical taste seems no less 
polished and pure : with aU his mental riches and excursiveness, he 
merits in the highest degree the praise of chaste simplicity, both in con- 
ception and style. No man ever rejected more carefully the aid of ex- 
aggeration in word and thought, or produced more result by humbler 
means. Who could have supposed that a tragedy, no mock-heroic, but 
a real tragedy, calculated to affect and excite us, could have been erected 
on the groundwork of a nursery tale ? Yet let any one read Blaubart in 
the FhantasuSy and say whether this is not accomplished. Nor is Tieck's 
history of our old friend Bluebeard any Fairyland George Barnwell ; but 
a genuine play, with comic as well as tragic life in it ; * a group of earnest 
figures, painted on a laughing ground,* and surprising us with poetical 
delight, where we looked for anything sooner. 

In his literary life, Tieck has essayed many provinces, both of the 
imaginative and the intellectual world ; but his own peculiar province 
seems to be that of the Mdhrchen; a word which, for want of a proper 
sjmonym, we are forced to translate by the imperfect periphrase of Popu- 
lar Traditionary Tale. Here, by the consent of all his critics, includ- 
ing even the collectors of real Mdhrchen^ he reigns without any rival. 
The true tone of that ancient time, when man was in his childhood, 
when the universe within was divided by no wall of adamant from the 
universe without, and the forms of the Spirit mingled and dwelt in trust- 
ful sisterhood with the forms of the Sense, was not easy to seize and 
adapt with any fitness of application to the feelings of modem minds. 
It was to penetrate into the inmost shrines of Imagination, where human 
passion and action are reflected in dim and fitful but deeply significant 
resemblances, and to copy these with the guileless humble graces which 
alone can become them. Such tales ought to be poetical, because they 
spring from the very fountains of natural feeling ; they ought to be mora?, 
not as exemplifying some current apophthegm, but as imaging forth in 
shadowy emblems the universal tendencies and destinies of man. That 
Tieck has succeeded thus far in his Tales is not asserted by his warmest 
admirers ; but only that he now and then approaches such success, and 
throughout approaches it more closely than any of his rivals. 

How far this judgment of Tieck*s admirers is correct, our readers are 
now to try for themselves.' Respecting the recepti »n of these Tales, I 
cannot boast of having any very certain, still less any very flattering pre- 
sentiment. Their merits, such as they have, are not of a kind to force 

' The Tales translated from Tieck are : i. The Favrhaired Eckbert; 
a. The Trusty Eckart; 3. The Runenberg; 4. The Elves; $. Tht GahUt. 
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thcnkselvu on the readei ; and to ECajch for merits few readcn an i* 
dined. The ordinary lovers of witch and fairjr malter will temarka 
deficiency of specCies uid enchantments here, and complain that &e 
whole is rather duIL CuMvaled freethinkers aga[a, well knowing Ibit 
no ghoMa oi elves exist in this country, will smile at the crackbmitid 
dreamer, with his spelUng-book prose and doggrel verse, and dismia 
him good-naturedly as a German Lake-poeL ALis, iilas! LudwigTieck 
could also fantasy, ' like a drunk Irishman,' with great convenimcj, if it 
seemed good to him ; he can laugh too, and disbelieve, and set springes 
to catch woodcocks in manifold wise : but lus present business was sot 
this : nor, 1 fear, is the lover of witch matter, or the cultivated free- 
thinker, likely gooq to discover what it was. 

Other reiiiera there are, however, who will come to Tiim in a truer 
and meeker spirit, and, if I mistake not, be rewarded with sometouctiC! 
of genuine poetry. For the Credit of the stranger, I ought to ronind 
Ihem that he appears under many disadvantages. In liie process of ttsn*- 
lation ho baa necessarily lost, and perhaps in more than the nsnal pro- 
portion; the childlike character ot his s^le was apt to diverge into the 
diildbh ; the nakedness of his rhymes, perhaps at first only wavetiiB 
between ^mplicity and silliness, must in my hands tuo frequently have 
ahifled nearer the latter. Above all, such works as his come on ns m- 
preparcd ; unprovided with any model' by which to estimate them, or 
any category under which to atrange them. Nevertheless, the present 
spedmens of Tieck do exhibit some features ofhis mind; a few, bd 
those, as it seems to me, its rarest and highest features : to sadi reader 
and with such aUowances, the Jiumiiierg, the Trusty Eckart and liar 
associates may be conmiended with some confidence 



E. T. W. HOFFMANN. 

Hoffmann's Lift and Remains have been published, shortly aller 
hra decease, aoA with an amplitude of detail corresponding rather to Ibe 
popularity than to the intrinsic merit of the subject; for Hol&nanDbc- 
inngs to that too numerous class of vivid and gifled lilErary men, whMC 
genius, never cultured or elaborated into purity, linds loud and suddoi, 
rather than judicious or permanent admiration; and whose history, M 
of error and perplexed vicissitude, excites sympathising r^ret in b leir, 
and unwise wonder in many. From this Work, which is honestly ttid 
moclestly enough written, and has, to all i^pearance, been extcnavdj 
read and approved of, I borrow most of the following particulars. 

Einst Theodor Wilhelm Hofhnantl wsa bom at Kooigifaog in 
Prussia, on Ilie 34th of January 1776, His father occuped a port of 
• I have not forgotten Allan Cunningham's Tradilional Tola afOl 
EHj^lish and Scotrhk Peasantry; a work Kill of ktnd fancy and soft 0<mtel 
exulierance, and with (races of a genius which might rise into a Eu lofOel 
Bad purer dement thaa il Vias ever jet moved and lived in. 
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some dignity in the administration of Justice; the mother's relatives were 
also engaged in the profession of Law ; most of them respectably, some 
of them with considerable influence and reputation. The elder Hoff- 
mann is said to have been a man of talent ; but his temper and habitudes 
were irregular; his wife was sickly, sensitive and perhaps querulous smd 
uncompliant : in our Ernst their second child's third year, the parents 
discovered that they could not live together; and, apparently by mutual 
consent, dissolved their ill-assorted union. The father withdrew from 
Konigsberg, to prosecute his legal and judicial engagements elsewhere ; 
and seems to have troubled himself no farther about his ofiEspring or old 
connexions: he died, several years after, at Insterburg, where he had 
been stationed as a Judge in the Criminal Court of the Oberland. The 
other parent retired with young Ernst to her mother's house, also in 
Konigsberg; and there, in painful inaction, wore out seventeen sick and 
pitiable years, before death put a period to her sufferings. Prior to the 
separation, the elder child, also a boy, had gone astray into wicked 
courses, and at last set forth as an infant prodigal into the wide world. 
The two brothers never met, though the elder is said to be still in life. 
Cut off from his natural guardians and directors, young Hoffmann 
seems to have received no adequate compensation for the want of them, 
and his early culture was but ill conducted. The grandmother, like her 
daughter, was perpetually sick, neither of the two almost ever stirring 
from their rooms. An imcle, retired with the barren title of Justizrath 
from an abortive practice of Law, took chaige of the boy's education : 
but little Otto had no insight into the endowments or perversities of his 
nephew, and spent much fruitless effort in endeavouring to train the 
frolicsome urchin to a clock-work life like his own ; for Otto lived by 
square and rule ; his history was a rigid, strenuous, methodical procedure; 
of which, indeed, except the process of digestion, faithfully enough per- 
formed, the result, in Otto's case, was nothing. An unmarried aunt, the 
only other member of the family, the only member of it gifted with any 
share of sense, appears to have had a truer view of young Hof!mann ; 
but she loved the little rogue too well ; and her tenderness, though re- 
paid by equal and continued tenderness on his part, perhaps hurt him 
more than the leaden constraint of his uncle. For the rest, the lK>y did 
not let the yoke lie too heavy on his shoulders : Otto, it is true, was his 
teacher, his chamber-mate and bed -mate; but every Thursday the little 
Justizrath went out to pay visits, and the pupil could then celebrate a 
day of bedlam jubilee : in a little while too, by superiority of natural 
cunning, he had sounded the Justizrath; and from his twelfth year, we 
are told, he scarcely ever spoke a word with him, except for purposes of 
mystification. In this prim circle, he grew up in almost complete isola- 
tion ; for, by reason of its fantastic strictness, the household was visited 
by few ; and except one boy, a nephew of the Author Hippel's, with 
whom he accidentally became acquainted, Hofimann had no companioa 
but his foolish uncle and his too fond aimt With young Hippel his 
Intimacy more and more increased ; and it is pleasant to tecKxcd. ^^r^ 
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Ihat this eulf connexion conticned anbcoken, often warm and helpfbl, 
through man; changes of fortune; Hoffmann's school -friend stood bf bis 
deatli-bed, and took his Jewell of him with true heartfelt tenis. 

For clas^csl instruction, be was early seot to the public school ol 
Kiinigsbei^; but till bis tliirtcenth or fourteenth year, he acquiied na 
lasle for these pursuits; and remained unnoticed by his teacher, and bj 
all his schoolfellows, except Hippel, calber disrespected and disliked. 
Music and painting, in which also he had masters, were more to his 
taste : in a short while, he could fantasy to admiration on the baipsi- 
chord ; Qjid there was no comic visage in Konigsberg which he had not 
sketched in caiicatore. His tiuj stature (for in youth, as in manhood, 
he was lillle, and ' incredibly brisk') giving him an almost in&ntile ap- 
peorance, added new wonder to these attainments ; and so young Enist 
became a musical and pictorial prodigy; lo the no small comfort of Jns- 
tizrath Otto, who delighted to observe that the iiltle imp who had played 
him so many sorry tricks, and so oflen overset the sleaily machiuecj ol 
his household economy, was turning out not a blackguard, but a genius. 

With more prudence and regularity than could have been eipecled, 
Hollinami betook himself, in due time, to preparing for the legal profes- 
sion ; to which, as if by hereditary destiny, he was appointed. In the 
Konigsberg University, indeed he confessed that Kant's prelections were 
a dead letter lo him, though it was at that time the fashion both for the 
wise and simple to be metaphysically transcendental : but he abstained 
from the riotous practices of his fellow-^rii^Ar, and pursued wilh strict 
fidehly the tasks by which he hoped ere long to gain an indepetldeol 
livelihood, and be delivered from the thraldom of his graudmotber and 
Justizrath Otto. In Ihis hope he laboured ; allowing himself no recrea- 
tioti, except once a-week an evening of literary talk with his fellow-stu- 
dent Hippel, and an occasional glance into Wittitlniann, or other works 
on Art, to which, as formerly, the better part of his nature was passion- 
ately dovoted, 

In 1795, he passed bis first profes^unal trial, and was admitted Ans- 
cnl^ator of the Court of Konigsberg : an establishment admiBistrativeu 
well as judicial ; in which, however, owing to the pressure of applicants, 
it was impossible to give him full employment This leisure, whidi, 
wilh so hot and impatient a spirit, hung heavy enough on his hands, he 
endeavoured to fill np with subsidiary pursuits : he gave private lessnna 
in music 1 he painted wild landscapes, or grotesque figures, to which 'a 
bold alternation of colour and shade' gave a specific character 1 he talked 
of men and things with the most sportful fancy, or the most Mting sal- 
easm ; in fine, he wrote two Novels. One of these, at least, he bid 
hoped to see in print ; for a bookseller had received it with some eiprtt- 
lions of encouragement : but after half a year, his fair manuscript wn 
returned to him all soiled and creased, with an atKwer, that ' the aiwiy- 
mity of the work was likely to hurt its sale. ' In the mean time, bii 
situation had become still more perplexed by a private incident in the 
ttyie ol the A'eutKili Uckin. One ol\mtBi[ia\iiu;-vi?i's was too lovely 
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and too soft-hearted : no marriage could be thought of between the par- 
ties, for she was far above him in rank ; and the contradictions and en. 
tanglements of this affair so pained and oppressed him, that he longed 
with double vehemence to be out of Konigsberg. At last, after much 
wavering and consulting, he snatched himself away, with a resolute, in- 
deed almost heroic effort, from the unpropitious scene ; and proceeded, 
in the summer of 1796, to Great Glogau in Silesia, where another uncle^ 
a brother of Otto's, occupied a post in the Administration, and had pro- 
mised to procure him emplo3nnent. 

In Great Glogau he did not find the composure which he was in 
search of; his uncle and his cousins treated him with great affection, 
and his labour was not irksome or unprofitable ; but, in his letters, he 
complains incessantly of tedium, and other spiritual maladies ; and, in 
1798, he joyfully took leave of Silesia, following his uncle, who was now 
promoted to a higher legal post in Berlin. Here too the young jurist 
continued only for a short time. Having passed his third and last trial, 
the examen rigorosuniy and this with no common applause, he was soon 
afterwards appointed Assessor of the Court at Posen, in South Prussia 
(Poland); whither he proceeded in March 1800. 

With Hoffmann's removal to Poland begins a new era of his life : he 
was now director of his own actions, and unhappily he did not direct 
them well. At Berlin, and even at Great Glogau, he had been accus- 
tomed to enliven the routine of legal duty by the study of Art ; for which 
the public collections of pictures, and the numerous professors of music, 
had in both cities afforded considerable opportunity. In Posen, these 
resources were abridged ; there was little music, little painting ; his offi- 
cial associates were dry weekday men, who worked hard at their desks, 
and lived hard when enfranchised from them ; without taste for litera- 
ture, or art of any kind, except it were the art of cookery and brewing. 
The Poles also were a lively, jolly people, and much addicted to 'strong 
Hungary wine.* Hoffmann jrielded too far to the custom of the land ; 
and here, it would seem, contracted habits of irregularity, from which he 
could never after get delivered. Another refuge against tedium, derived 
from his own peculiar resources, was even less to be excused. In pri- 
vate hours, he had condescended to become the scandalous chronicle of 
Posen, and to sketch a series of caricatures, exhibiting, under the most 
ludicrous yet recognisable aspects, a great number of individuals and 
transactions ; sparing no rank or relation, where he fancied himself to 
have been provoked, or thought his satire might be expected to tell. On 
occasion of a masquerade, a gay companion, his future brother-in-law, 
equipped himself like an Italian hawker ; and proceeding to the ball 
with this pestilent ware in his basket, distributed the pictures, each pic- 
ture to some ill-wisher of the person whom it represented ; and then 
vanished from the room. For the first half hour, there was a general 
triumph ; which, on comparing notes, passed into a general wail. The 
author was speedily detected : his talent, the only thing admirable in the 
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tnftwtioa, betnjej him, and (he pmushmcnt ft^owed close M 
oflence. lotdligcDce was sent to Beiiin ; and the paiait. Ifins R 
for dgnBtnn^ wMch should hive made him Rath (Comtcittor) itt Po 
WKi dianged for a sunilar sppoinlniciit at Plozk ; a change wfaidh, ia all 
poioti, he le^ardfii ai in eioie, bdl which his best friends could not b^ 
adiaitfing thai he had richly merited. 

From Ploili he tilled not to emit Ms TWslia ; lolidtii^, wilh pi 
ii^ earnestness, dcIiTerance from this Polish Tomos. What was n 
to the poipose, he seems to have aroeiided his conduct : he had mai 
while in Posen ; his wife, a fair Poless, was possessed of many graces, 
and of contentment and submissiveoess without Umit ; and the husband 
was beginning Co substitute the dnties and enjoyments of dom^ticmd 
studious life for the revelry and riot in which of late be had mnch tno 
deeply mingled. In his c^dat capacity, his assiduity and persereiaiice 
la br gained on his snperiocs, that at length, bj the inflnence of Hippd 
and other hiends, he was tiaosfeired from Plozk to Warsaw J atler fair- 
ing spent two rcgrelfiil but diligent and not nnprofitable years in iWt 
provincial seclusioti. In the summer of 1804, he hastened to his nor 
destination, which his fancy bad decked for him in all the. colonis o( 

To Hoihnann, the Polish capital was like a vast perpetual ma; _ 
nde ; and for a time he enjoyed its exotic many- coloured aspect, the 
more from its contrast with his late way of life. His public duty iras 
not difhcull, and he performed it punctually; his salary sufficed him; 
there were theatres and music on every hand ; and the streets were 
peopled with a motley tumult of the strangest forms: 'gay silken Polesse^ 
' talking and promenailing over broad stately squares ; Uie ancient rener- 
' able Polish noble, with moustaches, caflnn, sash, and red or ydlow 
' boots ; the new race equipped as Parisian Iiicroyabhs ; with foremen 
' of every nation ;" not excluding Igng-bearded Je«-s, puppetshow-mai, 
monks and dancing-bears. In a little while, Hoifmaon had formed somt 
acquaintances among the human part of the throng; with one Hitz^Iiis 
colleague in office, he established a lasting intimacy. It b^an oddlf 
enough : one day the two were walking home ti^dier from the Coutl, 
and engaged in laboiious, stinted and formal conversation, when Hoff- 
mann, asking the character of some individual, the other answered, in 
the words of Falstaif, that he was ' a fellow in buckram ;' a phrase wtidl 
enlightened the caustic visage of Hoffinann, at all limes shy to stranger^ 
and at once raised him into one of his brilliant communicative moods. 
This Hit/ig, himself 1 man of talent and energy, was of great serviceiu 
assisting Hoffmann's intellectual culture while at Warsaw, and stood by 
him afterwards in many difficult emergencies. 

An enthusiast dilettante prepared a new source of interest lo Hoff- 
mann, by 1 scheme which he proposed of erecting a Musical Institu- 
tion. By dint of great effort, the dilettante snccecded in procuring 
■ubscribers ; hrst one deserted palace, then a lai^r one, was purduMd 
for a hali of meeting : omfl. HoflwiMm, «^^ tW. the scheme was r^ 
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to take effect, now entered into it with heart and hand. He planned 
the arrangement of the rooms in the New Ressource : for their decora- 
tions, he sketched cartoons, part of which were painted by other artists, 
part he himself painted ; not foi^etting to introduce caricature portraiti 
of many honest subscribers, whom, by wings and tails, he disguised as 
sphinxes, gryphons and other mythological cattle. His time was hence- 
forth divided between his Court and this Musical Ressource : here, 
perched on his scaffold, among his paint-pots, with the brush in his 
hand, and a bottle of Hungary by his side, he might, in free hours, be 
seen diligently working, and talking in the mean while to his friends 
assembled below. If called to any juridical function by any extra(»dinary 
mandate from the President, he would doff his painter's-jacket, clamber 
down from his scaffold, wash his hands, and, to the surprise of parties, 
transact their business as rapidly and correctly, as if he had known no 
other employment 

The Musical Ressource prospered beyond expectation : brilliant con- 
certs were given ; all that was fairest and gracefiilest in Warsaw attend- 
ing, or even assisting : Hof&nann officiated as leader in their perform- 
ance ; and, especially in Mozart's pieces, was allowed to have done his 
part with consummate skill. Ere long, however, these melodious festi- 
vities were abruptly closed. News came of the battle of Jena ; Russian 
foreposts entered the city ; Tartars, Cossacks, Bashkirs increased tiie 
chaos of its population. In due time arrived French envoys to treat 
of a surrender ; the Prussians mounted guard with their knapsacks on ; 
and one morning tidings spread over the city, that the Praga bridge of 
boats was on fire, that the Russians and Prussians were retiring on the 
one side, and Murat*s advanced-guard entering by the other. The rest 
is easy to conceive : the Prussian government was at an end in Warsaw; 
Hofl&nann's Collegium honestly divided the contents of their strongbox, 
then closed the partnership, and dispersed, each whither he listed, to 
seek safety and new employment. 

To most of them this was a grievous stroke : not to Hoffinann. For 
him Warsaw was still a fine variegated spectacle ; he had money enough 
for present wants ; of the fixture he took little heed, or thought loosely 
that he could live by Art, and that Art was far better than Law. Leav- 
ing his large house, where his purse seemed hardly safe from military 
violence, he took refiige in the garret of the Musical Ressource : here was 
his pianoforte and a library, here his wife and only child ; without, were 
Nftpoleon and his generals, reviews, restaurateurs^ theatres, churches 
with musical monks ; and abundance of fellow-loungers to attend him 
in these amusements. It was not till after a severe attack of fever, and 
the most visible contraction of his purse, that he seriously bethought 
him what he was to do. A sad enough outlook ! For Art, which had 
seemed so benignant at a distance, was shy and inaccessible when actu- 
ally applied to for bread. Hitzig had hastened off to Berlin, and there 
opened a bookshop, in hope of better times : but his accounts of musical 
profits in that city were discouraging ; and fox \3[i!& \Qrasi\e) xjc^NK^skq^ 
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wlifdi be «dTU«d and gave letlcrs to romrd, IIofTmann l»d mM W 
fanil^ His unde in Beilin wis dead ; from little Otto nothing ctnld 
be drawn ; the perpleiilj was thickening, and the mean^ of uniavdlii^ 
il weie duly diminishing. Foi Ihe piesenl, he lesolved to leate ia 
■wile and danghter at Posen with their reUtiinu, and to visit Berlin him' 
lelf in quest of some emploTment. 

In Berlin he could find no emploipnent whatever, either as b pet- 
liait-painter, a teacher or a composer of music; meanwhile the hst 
remnant of his cosh, his poor six Friedricht-d'or, were cme night Gldied 
from his tronk ; and news came from Posen, that his little Cecilia. KM 
deid, and his wife dangennisl; ill. In this exlremity, his heart fbi s 
while hod nigh failed him ; but he again gathered courage, and niade a 
fresh attempt. He published in the newspapers an advertisement, oflet- 
ing himself as Music-director, on the most moderate terms, in any theatre; 
and was happy enough, soon afterwards, lo make an engageraent of Ihe 
kind he wished with the managers of the Bamberg stage, at that time 
under the patronage of the Count von Soden. 

Tc an ordinary temper, this very humble prefcnnenl would have 
offered but a mortifying contrast with former affluence and official re- 
spectability : Hnffm ann, however, saw in it the means of realiang bis 
long- cherished wish, a life devoted to Art; and hastened to his Bam- 
berg musical appointment with gayer hopes than he had ever fixed on 
any other proEpect. Had money or economical comfort beoi his clutf 
object, he must have felt himself cruelly disappointed: mischance on 
mischance befell the Bamberg theatre ; contradiction on the bock of 
contradiction awaited the new Mudc-director, whose life, for the neit 
seven years, differs in no outward respect from that of the most nnpiD- 
speroas strolling player. Nevertheless, he made no complaint ; perhi^ 
he really felt little sorrow. 'This must do,' writes he in his Di«y, 
' and it will do ; for now I shall never more have a Kelalio ex Aetis 10 
' write while I live, and so 'the Fountain of all Evil is dried up.' .Tna 
wealthier station, he might have composed more operas, and punted 
more caricatures ; but it is possible enough the world might never hne 
heard of him as a writer. The fate of his first two Novels bad perhs[» 
disgusted him with authorship : his studies at least had long pointed to 
other objects ; nor was it choice, but necessity, which now led him bade 
to literature. After many stngnations, the Bamberg theatrical cash-l>0« 
hnd at length become entirely insolvent ; portrait-painting and mudo- 
tesehing were inadequate to the support of even a frugal houieboldi 
Hoffmann, who, in all his straits, appears lo have disdained pecuniuy 
assistance, now wrote to Rochlitx of Leipzig, Editor of the MuskaHsdu 
Zfitung (Musical Chronicle), soliciting employment in this Workj ind, 
by way of testimonial, transmitting some of his recent perfbrmanCH. 
liie letter itself, written with the most fantastic drollery, was t(l& 
raonial enough; Hoffmann was instantly and gladly accepted; and ta 
ten days, two essays were prepared and despatched ; the first of a td^ 
Mnes afterwards collected, etiVaii^eJi, axk^ ^nio^ \.n v^c -vorM under Ibc 
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litle of Fanlnaestif^ke in Callous Manier {Fantasy-pieces in the style of 
Callot'J, with a preface by Jean Paul Friedrich kichter, to whom Hoff- 
mann had paid a visit while at Bamberg. 

The incipient author was ddiEhted with his new task ; and Roch- 
litz and his readers no less so with its execution. These Fanlasifsliwti 
turning chiefly on Music, eiclusively on Art, were afterwards to make 
him known to the world as a brilliant and peculiar writer^ and they 
served for the present to augment his scanty funds, to bring him into 
favour and employment as a musical composer, and at last to deliver 
him from Bami>erg. In iJij, by the management of Rochlitz, he 
formed an engagement at Dresden, again as Music-director, in the the- 
alie of one Secouda. This appointment be h^led as a most propitious 
change ; but his theatrical career was not destined anywhere to be 
smooth. Misfortunes, almost destmcCion, overtook him even on hU 
journey; Seconda he soon found to be a driveller; the Opera shifted 
from Dresden to Leipzig, and from Leipzig to Dresden; the country 
H'Bs fiill of Cossacks and Gtndia-mis, and Hoffmann's operatic melodies 
were drowned in the loud clang of Napoleon's battles. Till the end of 
i3i4, he led a life more chequered by hard vicissitudes than ever: now 
quarrelling with Seconda, now sketching caricatures of the French; now 
writing Fantadts, now looking at Battles ; sometimes sick, ofttm in 
danger, generally light of heart, and always short of money. The 
Golden Pel, one of the Fanlcuicsliicia, which follovre this Introduction, 
was b^un in Dresden, shortly before the Battle of Leipzig, while the 
cannon of the Allies was bombarding the city; with grenadoes bursting 
at the writer's very hand, nay at last driving bini from his garret into 
some safer shelter. 

The revolution of Europe, which restored so many sovereigns to 
their thrones, restored Hoflinann to his chair of office. He arrived at 
l;erlin in September 1S14; was provided with employment; reinstated 
in his former rights of seniority; and two Jeors afterwards promoted, 
in consequence, to be Rath in the Kammergsrickl, or Exchequer Court 
of the capitaL 

Hoilinann's situation, after all his buffetings, might now be con- 
sidered enviable ; the income of his post was amply sufficient, and its 
labour not excessive ; his best friends were in his neighbourhood, Hitcig 
was working with him at the same table ; his public conduct was Jrte- 
prehensible, and his literary fame was rapidly spreading. The Fan- 
tndatiitke were already universally popular; the EUstten da Tatftlt 
(Devil's Elixir, a Novel in two volumes, since translated into English) 
li.id just been given to the circulating libraries ; and his Opera of Un- 
iini, which Fouque had versiBed for Hoffmann's music, was brought 

' Some of my readers may require to be informed that Jacques Callot 
v^as Q Lorraine painter of the seventeenth century; a wild genius, who:» 
: cmpl'iliiin BfSI. AnloHjih i^aid to exoced in chaotic incob-ience tb.J.af 
1 coicis hinudf. 
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oat on Ihc Berlin slagc wi'H loud plaudits, and feyieived wilh pnospl 
I17 Wehei htmiielf. Holfnuinii was hnppy; and had he been wise. 
might still have continued happy : but he was not wise, and in this cup 
ol joy there lurked for him a deadly poison. 

Berlin, like most other cities, prides itself in being somewhat ofi 
modem Athens; and Hoffmann, the wonder of the day, was invited with 
the warmest blandishments to participate in its musical and literary l/a. 
But in these polished circles Hof!iniinn prospered ill; he ivas sharp- 
tempered ; vain, indeed, but transcendently vain ; he required the wit- 
tiest tallt or the most entice andience ; and had a heart-hatred to iaanity, 
however gentle and refined. When his company grew tiresome, he 
■ made the most terrific faces ;' would answer the languishing captures 
oTsome perrtinied critic by an observation on the weather; would truu- 
fix half a dozen harmless dilettanti through the vitals, each on his %t^ 
bolt; nay, in the end, give vent 10 his spleen by talking like a sheer 
maniac; in short, never cease till, one way or other, the hapless circle 
was reduced to utter desolation. To this intellectual beverage he was 
seldom twice invited ; and ere long, the musical and literary Tea-urn 
was for him a closed foonfain. 

Yet HolTmarm could luit do without society, without endtement, 
and now not well without exclusive admiratioa. His old friends he had 
not forsaken, for he seldom, and with difSculty, got intimate wilh a 
stranger ; but their quiet life could not content him : it was clear tilat 
the enjoyment he sought was only to be found among gay laughter-lov- 
ing topers, as a guest at their table, or still better, as their sovereign in 
the wine-house. 'The order ofhis life, from 1B16, downwaids,' says 
his Biographer, ' was this 1 on Mondays and Thursdays he passed his 
' forenoons at his post in the Ka m m ergericht ; on other days at home, 
' in working ; the afternoons he regularly spent in sleep, to which, fal 
' summer, perhaps he added walking: the evenings and nights were de- 
' voted to the tavern. Even when out in company, while the other guests 
' went home, he retired to the tavern to await the morning, before which 
* rime it was next to impossible to bring him home.' Strangers lAo 
came to Berlin went to see him in the tavern ; the tavern was his study, 
and bis pulpit, and his throne : here his wit flashed and llamed like in 
Aurora Borcalis, and the table was forever in a roar; and thus, anud 
lobacco-smoke, and over coarse earthly liquor, was Hoffmann wasting 
&£ullies which might have seasoned the nectar of the gods. 

Poor Hoffinann was On the highway to ruin ; and the otJy wonder 
is, that with such fatal speed, he did not reach the goal even more bale- 
fiiUy and sooner. His official duties were, to the last, punctually and 
irreproachably performed. He wrote more abundantly than ever; no 
Magazine Editor was contented without his contributioos ; theA^KiU- 
jrtirAf (Night-pieces) were published in 1817 ; two years afterwards JS7i»< 
Zacha, r^arded (it would seem falsely) as a load satire ; and at last, 
between 1K19 and 1811, appeared in four successive volumes, the SfBr 
fKitibriiiier, containing mosv oS\i\s sroaii<3taita,oJ.leciedlroni vaiioM 



E. T. W. HOFFMANN. 259 

rjgiBve publications, and combined together by dialogues of the Sirafien- 
brilkreH, a little club of friends, which for some lime met weekly in 
Hoffinann's house. The Printadn Brambilla (iKai) is properly bd- 
other Fantasy-fiece, The Lfbensaassicklen dis KaSer Murr (Tom-cat 
Murr's Philosophy of Life), published in igio and iSii, was meant by 
the author as his maslerwork ; but the third volume is wanting; and the 
wild anarchy, musical and moral, said to reigu in the first two, may for- 

Meanwhile, Hoffmann's tavern oi^es continued unabated, and his 
health at last sunlc under them. In 1 8 1 9, he had suffered a renewed 
attack of g^ut ; from which, however, he had recovered by a journey to 
the Silesian baths. On his forty-fifth birthday, the 14th of January igii, 
he saw his best and oldest friends, including Hitiig and Hippel, assem- 
bled round his table ; but he himself was sick ; no longer hurrying to 
and fro in hospitable assiduity, as was his custom, but confined to his 
chair, and drinking bath-water, while his guests were enjoying wine. It 
was his death tiiat lfl.y upon him, and a mournful lingering death. The 
disease was a tabes dorsaKs ; limb by limb, from his feet upwards, for 
five months, hts body stiffened and died. Hoffmann bore his sufferings 
with inconceivable gaiety ; so long as his hands had power, he kept 
writing ; afterwards, he dictated to an amannensis ; and four of his 
Tales, the last, D(r Fdnd {^"ae Enemy), discontinued only some few 
dajs before his death, w^re compos^ <n this mclan^hplj reason. Me 
would not believe that he was dying, and he longed for iife with inex- 
pressible desire. Oo the evening of the I4lh of June, his whole body 
to the nedt had become stiff and powerless ; no longer feeling pain, he 
said to his Doctor : "I shall soon be thraugh it now." — "Yes," said 
the Doctor, ' ' you will soon be through it " Next morning he was evi- 
dently dying ; yet about eleven o'clock he awoke from his stupor ; cried 
that he was wel), and would go on with dictating the ./^fjW that night; at 
the same time calling on his wife to read him the passage where he had 
stnpt. She spoke to him in kind dissuasion : he was silent; he motioned 
to he turned towards the wall ; and scarcely had this been done when the 
fatal sound was heard in his throat, and in a tew minutes Hoffmsim was 

Hoffmann's was a mind for which proper culture might have done 
great things ; there lay in it the elements of much moral worth, and 
talents of almost the highest order. Nor was it weakness of WiQ that 
so far fnistrated these fine endowments ; for in many trying emei^encies 
he proved that decision and perseverance of resolve were by no means 
denied him. Unhappily, however, he had found no sure principle of 
action ; no Truth adequate to the guidance of such a mmd. What in 
common minds is called Prudence, was not wanting, could this have 
sufficed ; for it is to be observed, that so long as he was poor, so long as 
the fetters of everyday duty lay round him, Hoffmann was dilinent, un- 
blamable and even praiseworthy ; but these wants once suppi'^, these 
fetters once cast 0% his wayward spirit was ■hi'i.\u)W. tt & 
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straint, and its fine faculliea rioted in wild disorder. In the prttclieil 
concerns of life he felt no interest: in rcligitin he seems nut to bave be- 
lieved, or even disbelieved ; he never talked of it, or wonld heat it 
talked of; lo poli'.ic^ he was equally hostile, anil equally a stronger. 
Yet the wages of doilji labottr, the solace of bis Gve senses, and die io- 
terconrse of social or gregarious life, were far from completing his ideal 
of enjoyment : his better soul langiusbec) in these barren scenes, : 
longed for some worthier home. This home, unhappily, he was 
destined to (ind. He sought for it in the Poetry of Art ; and the ! 
of his writings, so far as they have any aim, as they are not mexe iiil 
jections, eKpressing the casual moods of his mind, was constantly 
celebration and unfolding of this the best and truest doctrine which Ic 
had to preach. But here loo his common failing seems to have besfl 
him : he loved Art with a deep but scarcely with a pure love ; not 
the fountain of Beauty, but as the founlain of refined Enjoyment ; 
demandeil from it not hearenly peace, but earthly excitement; as indml^ 
through his whole hfe. he had never learned the truth that for hnnm, 
souls a continuance of passive pleasure is inconceivable, has not w^ 
been denied us by Nature, but cannot, and could not be granted. 

From all this there grew up in Hofftnann's character soniethiogpUyW' 
like, something false, brawling and tawdry, which we trace both in tdl 
writings and his conducL His philosophy degenerates into len^, Ml 
magnanimity into bombast: the light of his fine mind is not sunsUil^ 
but the ghtter of on artificial firework. As in Art, so in Life' he U 
failed to discover that ' agreeable sensations' are not the highest gtWL 
His pursuit of these led him into many devious courses, and the dM 
of his mistaken pilgrimage was — the tavern- 
Vet i^ in judging Hoffmann, we are forced to condemn him, letitki 
with mildness, with justice. Let us not forget, that for a mind lileelfcl 
the path of propriety was difficult to find, still more difficult to liMfii 
Moody, sensitive and faotasfic, he wandered through the world liken 
foreign presence, subject to infiuences of which common natures bOu 
happily no glimpse. A whole scale of the most wayward and uneMin 
humoui^ stands recorded in his Diaiy : his head was forever svataUm 
with faeautiliil or horrible chimeras ; a common incident could thlow4H 
whole being into tumult, a distorted &ce or figure would abide wiftlfefl 
for days, and rule over him like a spell. It was not things, but 'IM 
shows of things,' that he saw ; and the world and its business, inriddjl 
he had to live and move, often hovered before him like a petjijexedid 
spectral y'aifSi. Withal it should he remembered, that, thou^ oMB 
delivered from Self, he was not cruel or unjust, nor incapable of Hllfl 
ous actions and the deepest altachmenL His harshness was oflaifljfl 
interpreted ; for heat of temper deformed the movements of kiadai^B 
mockery also was the dialect in which he spoke and even tliou^i(:ilH 
often, under a calm or bitter smile, he could veil the wounds o(alli^| 
ing heart. A good □( a m'* kistv -we most not call him : but Uettiifl 
his presenw wasbeuefictotjVisiai'iriiiSNie'tttX.Q^is&^^l-, »ii!i«int<|iM 
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ordinary population of this world, to note him with the mark of rqjroba- 
tion were ungrateful and unjust. 

His genius formed the most important element of his character, and 
of course participated in its faults. There are the materials of a glorious 
poet, but no poet has been fashioned out of them. His mind was not 
cultivated or brought imder his own dominion ; we admire the rich in- 
gredients of it, and regret that they were never purified, and fused into 
a whole. His life was disjointed : he had to labour for his bread, and 
he followed three different arts ; what wonder that in none of them he 
should attain perfection ? Accordingly, except perhaps as a musician, 
the critics of his country deny him the name of an Artist: as a poet, he 
aimed but at popularity, and has attained little more. His intellect is 
seldom strong, and that only in glimpses ; his abundant humour is too 
often false and local ; his rich and gorgeous fancy is continually distorted 
into crotchets and caprices. In fact, he elaborated nothing ; above all, 
not himself. His knowledge, except in the sphere of Art, is not ex- 
tensive ; for an author, he had read but little ; criticisms, even ot his 
own works, he never looked into ; and except Richter, whom he saw 
only once, he seems never to have met with any individual whose con- 
versation could instruct or direct him. Human nature he had studied 
only as a caricature-painter : men, it is said, in fact interested him chiefly 
as mimetic objects ; their common doings and destiny were without 
beauty for him, and he observed and copied them only in their extrava- 
gances and ludicrous distortions. His works were written with incred- 
ible speed, and they bear many marl|» of haste : it is seldom that any 
piece is perfected, that its brilliant and often genuine elements are blended 
in harmonious union. On the largest of his completed Novels, the 
Eliocieredes Teufels^ he himself set no value ; and the Kater Mtirr^ which 
he meant for a higher object, he did not live to finish, nor is it thought 
he could have finished it. His smaller pieces were mostly written for 
transitory publications, and too often with only a transitory excellence 
We do not read them without interest, without high amusement ; but 
the second reading pleases worse than the first : for there is too little 
meaning in that bright extravagance ; it is but the hurried copy of the 
phantasms which forever masqueraded through the author's mind ; it 
less resembles the creation of a poet, than the dream of an opium- 
eater. 

With these faults a rigorous criticism may charge Hoffmann ; and 
this the more strictly, the greater his talent, the more undoubted his 
capability and obligation to avoid them. At the same time, to reject 
his claim, as has been done, to what the poets call their immortality, 
seems hard measure. It Callot and Teniers, his models, still figure in 
picture-galleries ; if Rabelais continues, after centuries, to be read, and 
even the Caliph Vatheky after decades, still finds admirers, the products 
of a mind so brilliant, wild and singular as that of Hoffinann may long 
hover in the remembrance of the world ; as objects of curiosity, of cen- 
sure^ and, on the whole, compared with absoluX.^ "^cscLtroSc^^ ^^s^s^s:- 
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lainmcnt and partial approvnl. For the present M least, as a ctiild of 
his time Bad his counti;, he is not to be dverlooked in any snrre; oi 
German Literature, and least of all by the fordgn student of it. 

Among Hoffmann's shotter performiuiceE, t find Master Maiiim 
noted by his critics a» the most perfect ; it is a story of ancient Kiini- 
bei£, and worked up in a stjle nhich even reminds us of the Author of 
Waverley. Nevertheless, I have selected this Galdne Topj,'* as Hke- 
lier to interest the English reader i it has more of the laults, hut also 
more of the eicellencea peculiar to its author, and eihibits a inndi troer 
picture of his individuality. To recommend it, criticisms would he m 
availing : there la no deep art involved in its composition ; to minds alive 
to the graces of Fancy, and disposed to pardon even its aberrations mlien 
splendid and kindly, this MaArchen will speak its ivhole meaning fi» 
itself ; and lo others it has little or nothing to say. The most tolerant 
nill see in it much to pardon ; hut even anoer lis present disadvantages 
they may perhaps recognise in it the erratic footsteps of a poet, and 
lament with me that his course has ended so far short of Che goaL 

JEAN PAUL FRIEDRICH RICHTER. 

Jban Paul Friedrich Richter, one of the chosen men of Ger- 
many and of the World, whom 1 hoped, in my vanity, perhaps to gtati^ 
by this introduction of him to a people whom he knew and valued, bu 
been called from his earthly sojourn since the commencement of my 
little task, and no voice, either oHlove or censure, shall any more resch 

The circle of his existence is thus complete : his works and Mmsdf 
have assumed their final shape and combination, and lie ready for ajodg- 
ment, which, when it is just, must now be mialtemble. To satitfy i 
natural and rational curiosity respecting such a character, materials ut 
not wanting ; but to us in the mean time they are inaccessible. I Iiave 
inquired in his own country, but without eilect ; having learned only 
that two Biographies of Richter are in the press, but that nothing on I" 
subject has hitherto been published. For the present, therefore, Iin 
content myself with such meagre and transitory hints as were in circii 
tion in his lifetime, and compress into a few aeniences a history which 
might be written in volumes. 

Richter was bom at Wansiedel in Bayreuth, on the itst of March 
1763. His&lher was clergyman of the place, and afterwards of Schwati- 
bach on the Saale. The young man also was destined for the clerical 
profession ; with a view to which, having finished his school-studies ia 
the Hof Gyninasiuro.he in 1780 proceeded 10 the University ofLcipag 
with the highest testinumials Irom his fonner masters. Theolc^ as ■ 
protession, however, he could not relish ; poetry, philosophy and gen- 
eral Utetalute were his chief pursuits while at Leipzig ; &om whidii 
'" Goliidt Pot, our onl^ TnLD^alooa b':im UnStUBiiQ. 
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»ppatcQtl J after no long stay, he returned to Schwarzbach to his parents, 
uncertain what he Ehonld betake him to. In a little while, he attempted 
authorship; publishing various short miscellaneous pieces, distinguished 
by intellectual vigour, copious fancy, !he wildest yet truest humour, the 
whole concocted in a style entirely his own, which, if it betrayed the 
writer"^ inexperience, could not hide the esistence in him of a. highly- 
gifted, strong and extraordinary mind. The reception of his first per- 
formances, or the inward felicity of writing, encouraged him to proceed : 
in the loidst of an unsettled and changeful life, his pen was never idle, 
its productions never otherwise than new, fantastic md powerful : he 
lived successively in Ho^ in Weimar, Berlin, Meiningen, Coburg, 'ray- 
' ing forth, wherever he might he stationed, the wild light of his geniut 
' over all Germany. ' At last he settled in Bayreuth, haying here, in 
tes-timony of his literary merit, been hotroured with the title of L^ations- 
Rath, and presented with a pension from his native Prince. Id Bay- 
reuth his chief works were written ; he had married, and been blessed 
with two children ; his intellectual labours had gained him esteem and 
love from all ranks of his countrymen, and chiefly from those whose suf- 
irage was of most value; a irank and original, yet modest, good and 
kind deportment seems to have transferred these sentiments to his pri- 
vate circle : with a heart at once of the most earnest and most sportful 
cast; affectionate, and encompassed with the objects ofhis affection; 
diligent in the highest of all earthly tasks, the acquisition and the diSii- 
sion of Truth ; and vritnessing from his sequesterai home the working 
of bis own mind on thousands of fellow-minds, Richter seemed happy 
and at peace ; and his distant reader loved to fancy him as in his calm 
privacy enjoying the fruit of past toils, or amid the highest and mildest 
meditations, looking forward to long honourable years of future toil. For 
his thocghts were manifold ; thoughts of a moralist and a sage, no leas 
tTia" of a poet and a wiL The last work of his I saw advertised was a 
little volume entitled On IkeEvergrcen ofoMr Palings; and in Novem- 
ber (1815), news came that Richter was dead ; and a heart which we 
had figured as one of the truest, deepest and gentlest thai ever lived in 
this world, was to beat no more. 

Of Richter's private character I have learned little ; bat that little 
was all favourable, and accordant with the indications in his works. Of 
his public and intellectual character much might be said and thought ; 
for the secret of it is by no means floating on the surface, and it will re- 
ward some study. The most cursory inspection, even an extemad one, 
will satisfy us that he neither was, nor wished to be considered as, A 
man who wrote or thought in the track of other men, to whom common 
practices oflaw, and whose excellences and defects the common for- 
mulas of criticism will easily represent The very titles of his works ore 
startling. One of his earliest performances is named Selection from lie 
Papa's of the DciAl; another Vi Biograpkkai Recreations under the Cra- 
nium o/aCianla'. His novels flre almost uniformly mtroduced by some 
fantastic narrative acooonting for his pubIicu\oi\ aivl Q\:i\miaG.sx&. cii 'C&s. 
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story. Haptna, Iiis chi^ oovet, beats the secondaty liile cXDaffal- 
dayi, and ibe chapten ore lumed Dog-fioif!, OS having been conreyed U 
bim in a lelUT-t«g, round the neck of a little nimble Shocl^ iaaa uune 
unknoH-n Island in the South Sea. 

The first aspect of these peculiaiitka caiuiot prepossess us in lusfa*- 
out ; we are too fordbljr reouiuled of theatiical clap-iraps and litetaij 
qnackery; nor on opening one of the wuiks them-selves is the case modi 
mended. Piercing gleams of thought do not escape ns ; Angular miths 
conveyed in a form as lingular ; grotesque sod often truly tudidoni 
delineaticms i pathiitic, magnificent, far-soundingpassagcs ) cffwHonsfoU 
of wit, knowledge ajid imagination, but difBeuIt to bring nnder any 
rubric wliatever ; all the elements, in short, of a glorious intellect, hnl 
dashed ti^ellier in such wild arrangement, that their order seems the 
very ideal of confusioru The style and structtu:e of the book appear 
alike incomprehensible. The namitive is every now and then suspended 
to makewa; for some " Extra-leaf," same wild digression upon any sub- 
ject but the one in hand ; the language grttans with indescritiable meti 
pbors and allnuons to all things human and divine ; flowing onward, ni 
like a river, but like an inundation ; circling in complex eddies, chafing 
and gurgling now this way, now that, till the proper current anks out 
ot view amid the boundless uproar. We close the work with a mingled 
feeling of aatonishment, oppression and perplexity] and Richter stands 
before us in brilliant cloudy v^ueness, a giant mass of intellect, hut 
without form, beauty or intelligible purpose. 

To readers who believe that intrinsic is inseparable from superfidal 
excellence, and that nothing can be good or beautiful which is not to 
be seen through in a moment, Richter can occasion little difBcol^. 
Tbcf admit him to be a man of vast natural endowments, hut he if 
utterly uncultivated, and without command of tfaem ; full of monstron) 
affectation, the very high-priest of bad taste : knows not the art of unit- 
ing scarcely that there is such an art ; an insane visionary floating for- 
ever among baseless dreams, which hide the firm Elarth from his vie*; 
an intellectaal Polyphemus ; in short, a monstruni horraidutn, infiimu, 
ingens, (carefully adding) aa lumen atkmflum ; and they close their 
verdict reflectively, with bis own praiseworthy maxim ! " Providence 
has given to the English the empire of the sea, to the French that of the 
land, to the Germans that of — the air." 

In this way the matter is adjusted ; briefly, comfortably and wronf 
The casket was difficult to open ; did we know by its very shape that 
there was nothmg in it, that so we should cast it into the sea ? Affecta- 
tioQ is often singularity, but singularity is not always afTectatioo. If the 
nature and condition ai a man be really and truly, not conceilcdly and 
tinlruty, singular, so also will his manner be, so also ought it to be. 
Affectation is the product of Falsehood, a heavy wo, and the parent ol 
numenias heavy sins ; let it be severely punished, but not 100 lightlf 
imputed. Scarcely any mortal is absolutely liee from it, neither mod 
ptobai^jis Richtei} biuituia ttosiJA of another substance Uian hi* 
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feat it grows to be the raling product. Moreover, he is actually not a 
nsionary, but, with all his visions, will be found to see the firm Earth 
n its whole figures and relations much more clearly than thousands of 
such critics, who too probably can see nothing else. Far from being 
untrained or uncultivated, it will surprise these persons to discover that 
few men have studied the art of writing, and many other arts besides, 
more carefully than he ; that his Vorschule der ^sthetik (Introduction 
to Esthetics) abounds with deep and sound maxims of criticism ; in the 
course of which, many complex works, his own among others, are 
rigidly and justly tried, and even the graces and minutest qualities of 
style are by no means overlooked or unwisely handled. 

Withal, there is something in Richter that incites us to a second, to 
a third perusal. His works are hard to understand, but they always 
hav6 a meaning, and often a true and deep one. In our closer, more 
comprehensive glance, their truth steps forth with new distinctness ; 
their error dissipates and recedes, passes into venality, often even into 
beauty ; and at last the thick haze which encircled the form of the 
writer melts away, and he stands revealed to us in his own steadfast 
features, a colossal spirit, a lofty and original thinker, a genuine poet, 
a high-minded, true and most amiable man. 

I have called him a colossal spirit, for this impression continues with 
ns : to the last we figure him as something gigantic ; for all the ele- 
ments of his structure are vast, and combined together in living and 
life-giving, rather than in beautiful or S3rmmetrical order. His Intellect 
is keen, impetuous, far-grasping, fit to rend in pieces the stubbomest 
materials, and extort from them their most hidden and refi^actory truth. 
In his Humour he sports with the highest and the lowest, he can play 
at bowls with the sun and moon. His Imagination opens for us the 
Land of Dreams ; we sail with him through the boundless abjrss, and 
the secrets of Space, and Time, and Life, and Annihilation hover round 
us in dim cloudy forms, and darkness and immendty and dread encom- 
pass and overshadow us. Nay in handling the smallest matter, he 
works it with the tools of a giant. A common truth is wrenched from 
its old combinations, and presented us in new, impassable, abyssmal 
contrast with its opposite error. A trifle, some slender character, some 
weakling humorist, some jest, or quip, or spiritual toy, is shaped into 
most quaint, yet often truly living form ; but shaped somehow as with 
the hammer of Vulcan, with three strokes that might have helped to 
forge an ^gis. The treasures of his mind are of a similar description 
with the mind itself ; his knowledge is gathered from all the kingdoms 
of Art and Science and Nature, and lies round him in huge unwieldy 
heaps. His very language is Titanian ; deep, strong, tumultuous, shin- 
ing with a thousand hues, fused from a thousand elements, and winding 
in labyrinthic mazes. 

Among Richter's gifts, perhaps the first that strikes us as truly great 
is his Imagination ; for he loves to dwell in the loftiest and most solemn 
provinces of thought ; his works abound with mysterious allegpries^ 
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Tisions and typical adumbrations ; his Dnams, in particular, liive i 
gloomy vastnesg, broken here and Ibcre b; wild far-daiting spleodouc, 
imd shadowy foims of meaning rise dimly (torn (he bosom of the void 
loflmte. Yet, if I mistake not, Humour 13 hts ruling quality, the quality 
which lives most deeply in his inward nature, and most strongly infla- 
enceshis maimer of being. In this rare gift, — for none is rarer than true 
huicour, — he stands unrivalled in his own country; and among lale 
writers, in every other. To describe humour is difficult at all times, and 
would perliaps be still more difficult m Richter's case. Like all lil 
other qualities, it is vast, rude, irregular ; often perhaps overstimned 
and extrav^ant ; yet fundamentally it is genuine humour, the humour 
of Cervantes and Sterne, the product not of Contempt but of Love, not 
of superficial distortion of natural forms, but of deep though pbyM 
sympathy with all forms of Nature. It springs not less from the heart 
than from the head ; its result is not laughter, but something far kind- 
lier and better ; as it were, the balm which a goicrous spirit pours oret 
the wounds of life, and which none but a generous spirit can give forth. 
Such humour is compatible with t«iderBst and sublimes! feelings, ><t 
rather, it is incompatible with the want of them. In Ricbter, itcci>rl- 
ingly, we End a true sensibility ; a softness, someCiiBes a simple humble 
pathos, which works its way into every heart. Some slight incident is 
carelessly thrown before us : we smile at it perhaps, but with a smile 
more sad than tears ; and the unpretending passage in its meagre brevity 

sinks deeper iolo the soul tha.n seatimentd volumes. 

It is on the strength of this and its accompanying endowmfsits that 
his iiain success as an artist depends. His ^vourile characters have 
rJw ,ys a dash of the ridiculous in their circumstances or thar composi- 
tion, perhaps in both : they are often men of no account ; vain, poor, 
ignorant, feeble ; and we scarcely know how it is that we love tbun ; 
for the author all along has been laughing no less heartily than we at 
their ineptitudes ; yet so it is, his Fibel, his Fixlein, his Siebenkfl!^ even 
his Schmeble, insinuate themselves into our affections ; and thdr ulti- 
mate place is closer to our hearts than that of many more splendid 
heroes. This is the test of true humour ; no wit, no sarcasm, no know- 
ledge will suffice ; not talent but genius will accomplish the result. It is 
in studying these characters that we first convince ourselves ofRichter'i 
claim to the title of a poet, of a true creator. For with all his wild 
vagueness, this highest inteflectual honour cannot be refused him. The 
figures and scenes which he lays before us, distorted, entangled, inde- 
scribable as they seem, have a true poetic existence ; for we not only 
htOT of them, but we iff them, afarolT, by the wondrous light, which none 
but the Poet, in the strictest meaning of that word, can shed over them. 

So long as humour will avail him, his management even of higher 
and stronger characters may still be pronounced successful ; but when- 
ever humour ceases to be applicable, his success is more or less imper- 
fect. In the treatment of heroes proper be is seldom completely happy, 
They shoot into ru^ed exaggeiatkni \a bi& hands, their sensilnli^ be- 
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comes too colons and tearful, their magnanimity loo fierce, abinptand 
thoroagbgDing;. In some fen mslanoes tliej verge towaids ahsoluca 
bilore ; compared with their less ambitSous brethren, they are ahnost 
of a Tulgai cast ; with all their brilliancy and vigour, loo like that posi- 
tive, determinate, choleric, volcanic class of personages whom we meet 
with so fiequenlly in novels ; they call themselves Men, and do their 
utmost to prove Uie assenion, but they cannot make us believe it ; for 
after all their rapouring aitd storming, we see welt enough that they are 
but Ei^jnes, with no mMB life than the Freethinkers' mode! in Mar' 
Hmu Scriblerta, the Nuremberg Man, who operated by a combination 
of pipes and levers, and though he could breathe and digest perfectly, 
and even reason as well as most country parsons, vras made of wood 
and leather. In the general conduct ofsucji histories and delineation^ 
Richter seldom appears to advantage : the incidents are often startling 
and extravagant ; the whole structure of the story has a rugged, broken, 
huge, artificial aspect, and will not assume the air of truth. Yet iti 
chasms are strangely filled np with the costliest materials ; a world, a 
imiverse of wit and knowledge and fancy and imagination hAs sent its 
lairest products to adorn the edifice ; the rude and rent cyclopean walls 
are resplendent with jewels and beaten gold ; rich stately foliage screens 
it, the balmiest odours encircle it; we stand astonished if not capti- 
vated, delighted if sot charmed, by the artist and his ait. 

By a Clitic of his own country Richter has been named a Western 
Oriental, an epithet which Coethe himself is at the paina to reproduce 
and illuslrate in his Wesi-ostliehier Divan. The mildness, the wanu 
all-comprehending love attributed to Oriental poets may in fact be dis- 
covered in Richter ; not less their fantastic exaggeration, their brilliant 
extravagance ; above all, their overflowing abundance, their lyrical dif- 
AiKDcss, as if writing for readers who were altc^sther passive, to whom 
DO sentiment could he intelligible unless it were expounded and dis- 
tetUd, and pre^enled under all its thousand aspects. In this last point 
Richter is too much an Oriental : his passionate outpourings wonid often 
be more effective were they far briefer. Withal, however, he is a West- 
ern Oriental : he lives in the midst of cultivated Europe in the mneteeath 
century; he has looked with a patient and piercing eye on its motley 
aspect ; and it is this Europe, it is the changes of its many-coloured life^ 
that ue held up to us in his wocks. His subject is Life; his chosen 
■tody has been Man. Few have known the world better, or taken at 
OQce a clearer and a kindlier view of its- concerns. For Richter's mind 
i««t peace with itself; a mild, humane, beneficent spirit breathes through 
his works. His very contempt, of which he is by no means incapable 
or sparing, is placid and tolerant ; his affection is warm, tender, com- 
piehendve, not dwelling among the high places of the world, not blind 
lo Va objects when found among the poor and lowly. Nature in all 
her scenes and manifestatiorLS he loves with a deen, aldo* ■^asEvir.'a\.'i 
love; from the solemn phases of the starry heaven to \iiE svni\.\e ^Q'Mwa. 
of tic meadow, iis e/e and his heart are open lot \ieT cV4:tras Wtfi- ^t'^ 
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mystic meanings. From earty yeara, he tells as, he nuj be iaiil to have 
almost lived under the open sky i here he could recreate himtcUl hox 
he stadied, here he often wrote. It is not with the feciii^ of a 
piunler and view-bunler that he looks on Nature : bui he dwel's 
hei beauties and sotemnities as in the mansion of a Mother; he hndi 
peace in her majestic peace; he worships, in this boundless Templt^ the 
^eal ongiDal of Peace, La whom the Illarth and the fulness thereof be- 
longs. For Ricbter does not hide from us that he looks to the Maker 
of the Universe oe; to his Father; that in his belief of man's Immortahly 
lies the sanctuary of Ihs spirit, the solace of all sufTeiing, the solutioa of 
all that is mystei'iaua in human destiny. The wild freedom with whicb 
he treats the dogmas of religion must not mislead us to suppose that ic 
himself is irrehgiQus or unbeheving. It is Religion, it is Belief, in what- 
ever dogmas expressed, or whether expressed in any, that has reconciled 
for him the contradictions of existence, that has overspread his palhwitit 
light, and chastened the hery elements of his spirit by mingling with 
than Mercy and Humility. To many of roy readers it may be surpns- 
ing, that in this respecl Richter Is almost solitary among the great m' ^ 
of his country. These men loo, with few eiceptions, seem to 1 
arrived at spiriraal peace, at full harmonious development of being; hut 
their path to it has been different. In Richter alone, among the great 
(and even sometimes truly moral) writers of his day," do we find the 
immortality of the Soul e«press1y msisted on, nay so much as incident- 
ally alluded to. This is a &ct well meriting invcst^ation and reflection^ 
but here is not the place for treating it. 

Of Richler's Works I have left myself no room 
vidually; nor, eiccept with large details, could the criticism of them be 
attempted with any profit. His Novels, published in what order I have 
not accurately leameJ, ate the UksicAtiart Logc (Invisible Lodge) i ^ils- 
gdjahre (Wild Oats) ; i>fe« Fibels, V/rfmscrs da- BannxfiscAm Fibd 
(Life of Filieli or to translate the spirit of it: Life of Primer, Author of 
the Christ-church Primer) ; Ltbtti da Quinlta J^ixliin, and SeknulMi 
£dse, here presented to the English reader: JCaiienio-ger's Badatia, 
and the yuhelseuior! with two of much larger and more amlntions stmc- 
ture, Haperus and Titan, each of which I have in its turn seen ntcd 
as his masterpiece : the former only is known to me. His work on Cii- 
tidsm has been mentioned already ; he has also written on Edncalion, 
a volume named Laiona; the Campanert&al (Camponian Vale] I w 
jtond to turn upon the Immortality of the SouL His miscellaneous and 
fuptive writings were long to enumerate. Essays fantasies, apolc^e^ 

1 The two venerable Jacohis belong, In character. If se ^ . __ 

an older school: so also does Herder, from whom Richter learned nweh. 
both morally and intellectuaJly, and whom hs stenis to have loved and le- 
vere.ieed rwryonil any other. Wieis:\d is intelligible enough ; a seepliE in the 
style of Holingbroke and Shartesbuty, what we call a French or Scolrh 
icepdc, a rather sliallow species. Lessing also is a sceptic, but of s much 
noliler sort ; a. doubter viho (k»ned un believe. 
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dreams, hare appeared in various periodicals : the best of these peribmio 
ances, collected and revised by himself were published some years ago, 
under Hie title of Herbst-Blumine (Autumnal Flora). There is also a 
ChrestomaiMe (what we should call Beauties) of Richter, in four volumes. 

To characterise these works would be difficult after the fullest in- 
spection : to describe them to English readers would be next to impos- 
sible. Whether poetical, philosophical, didactic, or fantastic, they seem 
all to be emblems, more or less complete, of the singular mind where 
they originated. As a whole, the first perusal of them, more particularly 
to a foreigner, is almost infallibly offensive ; and neither their meaning, 
nor their no-meaning, is to be discerned without long and sedulous study. 
Thejr are a tropical wilderness, full of endless tortuosities ; but with the 
fairest flowers, and the coolest fountains ; now overarching us with high 
umbrageous gloom, now opening in long gorgeous vistas. We wander 
through them enjoying their wild grandeur ; and by degrees our half- 
contemptuous wonder at the Author passes into reverence and love. 
His fece was long hid from us : but we see him at length in the firm 
shape of spiritual manhood ; a vast and most singular nature, but vindi- 
cating his singular nature by the force, the beauty and benignity which 
pervade it In fine, we joyfully accept him for what he is, and was 
meant to be. The graces, the polish, the sprightly elegances which be- 
long to men of lighter make, we cannot look for or demand from him. 
His movement is essentially slow and cumbrous, for he advances not 
with one faculty, but with a whole mind ; with intellect, and pathos, 
and wit, and humour, and imagination, moving onward like a mighty 
host, motley, ponderous, irregular and irresistible. He is not airy, 
sparkling and precise, but deep, billowy and vast The melody of lus 
nature is not expressed in common note-marks, or written down by the 
critical gamut ; for it is wild and manifold ; its voice is like the voice 
of cataracts and the sounding of primeval forests. To feeble ears it is 
discord, but to ears that imderstand it deep majestic music. 

In his own country, we are told,*^ < Richter has been in fashion, then 
' out of fashion, then in it again ; till at last he has been raised far above 
* all fashion,* which indeed is his proper place. What his fate will be in 
England is now to be decided. Could much-respected counsels from 
admirers of Richter have availed with me, he had not at present been 
put upon his trial. Predictions are unanimous that here he will be con- 
demned or even neglected. Of my countrymen, in this small instance^ 

12 Franz Horn's Poesie und Beredsamkeit der Deutschen (Poetry and Elo- 
quence of the Germans, from Luther's time to the present) ; a work which I 
am bound to recommend to all students of German literature, as a valuable 
pfuide and indicator. Bating a certain not altogether erroneous sectarianism 
in regard to religion, and a certain janty priggibbness of style, nay it must 
be owned, a corresponding priggishness of character, they will find in Horn 
a lively, fair, well-read and on the whole interesting and instructive critic 
The work is in three volumes ; to which a prior publication, entitled Umrisse 
(Outlines), forms a fourth ; bringing down the History, or rather Sketch, to 
the bord«rs of the year 1819. 
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1 have ventured lo ihinlt otherwise. To tbose, it is true, ' the spact at 
whaie Heaven does not edend more tliaii three ells,' and who ondefB 
Hand and perceive thai with these three ells the Canopy of the Univenl 
tenninates, Richter will justly enough appear a monster, from witbod 
the vei^ of warm three-ell Creation ; and ihdr duty, with reganl U 
him, will limit itself to chasing him forth of the habitable World, I 
again into his native Chaos. If we judge of works of art, as the Fiend 
do oflanguage, with a Ce!a m it dil pas, Richter will not escape m 
doom; for it is too true that he respects not the majesty of Use an 
Wont, and has said and thought much which is by no means Usuall 
said and thought. In England, however, such principles of literal 
jurispmdeoce are rarer. To many, I may hope, even this dim glimps 
of a spirit like Richtcr's will be gratifying ; anil if it can hardly be et 
pectcd that their first judgment of him will be favoiuable, curiosity ma 
be awakened, and a second and a truer judgment, on ampler groond 
and maturer retlecHon, may follow. His larger works must nldmalej 
become known to us ; they deserve it better than thousands which bal 
had that honour. 

Of the two Works here offered to the reader little special explaa 
lion is required. SchmehUs fottmey I have not found noticed by al 
of his German critics; and must give it on my own responsibility, b3 oI 
of the most finished, as it is at least one of the simplest, among \ 
smaUer humorous performances, Tke Lifi of Fiilan, no step^iu 
its own country, seems nevertheless a much more immacni-e, as itb 
much earlier compasition. I select it not without reluctance ; rathnfii 
necessity than preference. Its faults, I am too sure, will strike tiB mu 
sooner than its ibeauties; and even by the friendliest and most pitit 
critic it must be admitted that among the latter, man; of our AufliDi 
highest qualities are by no means exhibited in full concentration t° 
that some of them are wanting altogether, or at best, indicated rath 
than evinced. Let the reader accept it with such allowances; not 
Richtcr's best novel, which it is far from being, but simply as his shoi 
est complete one ; not as a full impress of him, but as a faint ontliil 
intended rather to excite curiosity than to satisfy it. On the wbolt 
Kiehter's is a mind peculiarly difficult lo represent by specimen; 
its elements are complex and various, and it is not more by quality 
by quantity that it impresses us. 

Both Works I have endeavoured to present in their full dimcnsioni 
with all their appurtenances, stmnge as some of these may appear, 
the language seem rugged, heterogeneous, perplexed, the blame is 
wholly mine. Kiehter's style may Iw pronounced the most untrand 
able, not in Gerraan only, but in any other modem literature. " l«t I 

IS The following lonE title of a little German Book 1 may quote by n 
Ofpramunition: -K. RRINHOi.n'B /.eninw /or jEAN PAULS Wi^Ja, 
Eiplanatiim of all the foreign Wrrt/s and unasual Afodet of Stack ml 
eccar m kis Writings; laith short A'ttUei of the hisloricul Ptno*t » 
/'ads tiatat aliudid to ; and plain Gtrmau Ifersiom oflkt mett tlifU 
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Englisli reader fancy a. Burton writing, no! an Anatomy of Mdancholy, 
bul a foreign romance, tlirough Ihe scriptory organs of a Jeremy B«i- 
tham I Richter exhausts all the powers of his own most ductile language* 
what in him was overstrained and rude would na-turally become not Im 
but more so in the hands of his translator. 

For this, and many oilier offences of my Author, apologies might be 
attempted ; but much as I wish for a favourable seMenee, it is not meet 
that Richter, in the Literary Judgment-hall, should appear as a culprit ; 
or solicit suffrages, which, if he cannot elaia them, are nnavailiog. With 
the hundred rca), and the ten ttiousaod seeming weaknesses of his caus^ 
a. fair trial is a thing he will co«t rather than dread, 

GOETHE. 

T]tE distinginsTied and peculiar man who occupies the lost Tolamif'1 
in our Collection has lightened the task of his biographers and critics, T 
by a work of great interest, which he has himself given to the world, I 
and of which some more or less accurate resemblance is also befon 
EngEsh reader. XtiHi.^ Diclvtungund WiArAnV Goethe has accomplished 
ihe difficult problem of autobiogi'aphy with what seems a singular suc- 
cess : here, in the kindest and coolest spirit, he conducts us through the 
scenes of his past existence ; unfolds with graphic clearness and light gay 
dignity whatever influenced the formation of his character and mode of 
thought; depicting all with the knowledge of a chief actor, and the calm 
impartial penetration of a spectator ; speaking of himself as many would 
wish, but few are able, to speak of themselves ; In the temper c^a thkd 
party, and not sooner or not fejfher than others aredesipons and entitled 
to hear that subject treated. If the old remark is true, that a failhfiil J 
secret-history of the humblest human being would be attractive and iny l 
structive to the highest, this pictBre ofthe spiritual and moral growth ofV 
a Goethe may well be considered as deserving ni ' " 

am sorry to understand that the English version ofthe work is not from ' 
the German, but from the French : judging by the aiie ofthe book, 
the bi^sioess of curtailment in this Zi^ o/" (joi'iA? must have been pro- 
ceeded in with a liberal and fearless hand ; it seems also that there are 
addiltons, which probably are still more offensive. To this copy ofthe 
portmit, defaced and distorted as it cannot fail to be, I must not refer 
the reader : yet all that can be attempted here is a few slight sketches, 
moie in the way of commentary thnn of narrative. 

Johaim Wolfgang von Goethe was bom at Frankfort-on-Mayn, on 
the sSth of August 1 74^ The station and circmnstancea of his lamilvj 

PanBga in Iki Cojittxl. A ntcasary Asst 

WBris vnik prcfil. Pirst Volume. CDntaining U . ^, 

Unhappily, iriththia Fiist Volume K. Rdnhold seems to haveslopped shon 
More than once, in the follswin^ pa^es, have I longed for his help ; a 
been forced at last to rest satislied with a meaning, and too mipeileci a ec 
viction that it was the right or " 
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were of a, TaTODTable sort ; his father bore the tille tf Impetial CoA- 
cillar, and thoiigh penunall; unconnecled wiib active nflaics, stood in 
close relation with the influential and cultivated classes of the commnDily. 
Bolb patents appear likewise to have been ofa deteiiiiina.te and geDoinc 
form or mind, posseasi:^ many viitues, and no incon^dcrable share of 
ialdleclual gifts and attainments. Id the height of his famt 
served of Goethe, that his (rue-heftrted, idiomatic and expressive sT^G of 
speech recalled hli mother to memoiy; wbo, while cursing her lair bof 
on her luiee, had little dreamed tbat in him her own good and kindljcba- 
tBCtertvas to be tmnsligurcd to such beautj and enlargement, and trans- 
milted in glorious emblems to distantcountiies and succeeding ages. Hie 
lather, ofcouT^ wasfashionedinamore rugged mould, and seems also I 
have been originally of atemer scuff ; a rigorous, abrupt, positive and thor- 
oughgoing man ; somewhat of o humorist, for he actual! j built ' 
from the top downwaids ; test; nnd indomitable, but not ill-natured or 
ongenenms ; dear in his perceptions, as be was resolute in his actioDsj 
and withal of an honest and manly heart. Both these modes of cbanC' 
tci appear to have united in the son ; the liveliest susceplibilitf of all 
sons n>as superadded to them ; and the scene he lived in acted 
witli strong and complicaled iuHuoices. These eaiUest images of his 
memory he has set bcfote us with the most gracelul simplicity in tl 
work above referred to : the aspects of life in Gothic Frankfort, wi' 
its old German minds and old German manners, are brought home ' 
our eyes ; we walk :unoiig ddi old-iashioned wondnms objects, and em- 
verse with originals as wondrous and old-fasliioned as their abodes 

Goethe was destinql, as his Father bad been, for the profes^acm 
law; and in due time be went succesEJvetj to Leipzig and Strasbu^ 
prepare for, and to tmdertake, the study of iL But bis quick, iiiqiv- 
Eioned and discursive mind, impressed by the most varied impolse^mt 
continually diverging into many provinces remote etiough from this Ilia 
appointed occupation ; for which, as was naturally to be expected, he 
had never shown any preference; though, from time to time, he bad 
it tailed to prosecute, with fits of resolute diligence, the tildes pin- 
scribed by it. In 1771, he obtained hb degree ; but if the form of lui 
outward life might now seem dear axid determined, his inu-ard tmH 

still in a slate of uproar and disorder. The ambition of wealth 
official celebrity would not seize him with due force : a thousand vi 
purposes, and vehement wishes, and brightest and blackest forecast _ 
were conflicting within him ; for a strong spirit was here stm^ling in 
body itself ibith from the most discordant elements ; and what 

to rise as a fair universe of thought still rolled as a dim and waste- 
ful chaos. 

By degrees, however, after not a little snffering in many hard COB- 
lesla with himself and his drcumslances, he began to emerge from these 
troubles : light dawned on his course ; and his true destination, a. life of 
literature, became more and more plain to him. His first efibils 
cfowned nith a aQCcess'«eUi2lc\dU£dt,'iccia&caxhim in such 
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frXtz Ttlt Itfrlifiin^n, nn historical drama oflhe Feuilal Ages, appeared 
ir, I ^7 J ; hy the originality both of its subject and its execution, attracting 
the public eye to the young author : and next year his Sorrcjn aj Wer- 
ttr rose like a. literary meteor on the world ; and carried his name on its 
biazing wings, not only over Germany, but into the remotest comers of 
Europe. The chiefincident of this work had been suEgestcd by a tragi- 
cal catastrophe, which had occnrral in his neighbourhood, during a re- 
sidence at Wetilar ; the emotions and delinealious which give life to itj 
the vague impassioned longing, the moody melancholy, the wayward love 
and indignation, the soft feeling and the stem philosophy, which charac- 
terise the hero, he had drawn from his own past or actoal experience. 

The works just mentioned, though- noble specimens of youthful tal- 
ent, Bie still not so mach distinguished by their intrinsic merits as by 
Iheir splendid fortune. It would be difficult to name two books which 
have exercised a deeper influence on the subsequent literuture of Europe 
tlian these two performances ofa youug author ; his first-fraits, thepro- 
duce of his twenty-fourth year. Wcrler appeared to seize the hearts of 
men in all quarters of the world, and to utter for them the woid which 
they had long been waiting to hear. As usually happens, too, this same 
word once uttered was soon abundantly repeated ; spoken in aH'dialect^ 
and chanted through all the notes of the gamut, till at length the sound 
of it had gron-n a weariness rather than a pleasure. Sceptical senti- 
mentality, view-hunting, love, friendship, suicide and desperution, be- 
came the staple of literary ware ; and though the epidemic, after a long 
course of years, subsided in Germany, it reappeared with various modi- 
ficatious in other countries ; and everywhere abundant traces of its good 
and bad effects are still to be discerned. The fortune of Berlk/dngat 
laiih the Iron Hand, though less sudden, was by no means less exalleA 
In his own country, Giili, though he now stands aolilaiy and childless, 
became the parent of an innumerable progeny of chivalry plays, feudid 
deliaeatioiis, and poefico-auliquarian performances ; which, though long 
ago deceased, made noise enough in their day and generation : and with 
ourselves his influeni^ has been perhaps still more remarkable. Sn 
Walter Scott's first literary enterprise was a translation of GSIt von Ber- 
lichingm: aud If genius could be communicated like instruction, we 
might call'this work of Goethe's the prime cause oi Marmum and the 
Lady cf the Lake, with all that has followed from the same creative hand. 
Truly, a grain ofseed that has lightedin the rightsoil I Forlf not firmer 
atui lairer, it has grown to be taller and bro?-der than any other tree ; 
and all the nations of the Earth are still yearly gathering of its fruit 

But, overlooking these spiritual genealogies, which bring little cer- 
tainty and little profit, it may be sufficient to observe ol BerliiHHgm 
and Werter, that they Stand prominent amot^ the causes, or, at the 
very least, among the signals, of a great change in modern Literature. 
The former directed meo's attention with a new force to the picturesque 
effects of the Past ; and the latter, for the fiist lime, attempted the 
more BMurate delineation of e ^ass of feelingi, dcepVi voiV'^**** ^ 

VOU I. 
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iImh mEnds ; but for wLich our elder poetry offered no eipon^nt, .ino 
perhaps could ofler none, because they are feelings that arise dota pas- 
uoD incapable of being converted into action, and belung diieHy to aa 
■ge as indolent, cultivated and nnbeliering as onr own. This, notwilh- 
standing the dash of falsehood which may exist in Werter itself, and the 
boundless deliiium of exlravagnnce which it called forth in otheis, is a 
h^h praise which csimot justly be denied it The English reader oti°ht 
also to understand that our current version of fferiir is mutilated and 
inaccurate : it comes to us through the all-subduing medium of the 
French ; shorn of its caustic strength ; with its melancholy rendered 
maudlin ; its hero reduced from the stately gloom of a broken-heatled 
poet to the tearful wrangling of a dj^eptic tailor. 

One of the very first to perceive the faults of these worlts, and the 
ridiculous extravagance of their imitators, wlis Goethe himself. In this 
unlooked-for and unexampled popularity, he was fill from feeling that 
he had attained his object : this first outpouring of his soul bad calm ' 
its Stations, not exhausted or even indicated its strength ; and he nc 
began to sec afar off a much higher region, as well as glimpses of tba 
track by which it might be reached. To cultivate his own spirit, not 
only as an author, but as a man ; to obtain dominion over it, andwield 
its resources as instruments in the service of what seemed Good i; 
Beautiful, had been his object more or less distinctly from the first, u 
it is that of all true men in their several spheres. According to his ova 
deep aiflsim, that ' Doubt of any, sort can only be removed by Achoq,' 
this object had now become more clear to him ; and he may be said to 
have pursued it to the present hour, with a comprehensiveness and mi- 
wearied perseverance, rarely if ever exemplified in the hisUi; of sBch a 

His external relations hod already ceased to obstruct him in 
pursuit, and they now became more favourable than ever. In 1776, the 
Heir Apparent of Weimar was passing through Frankfort ; on which 
occasion, by the intervention of some friends, he waited upon Goetha 
The visit must have been mutually ^reeable ; for a short time afW- 
wards, the yoong anlhor was invited to Court ; apparently, lo contribatB 
his assistance in various literary institutions ami arrangements, then pa- 
ceeding or contemplated ; and in pursuance of this honourable call, b* 
accordingly settled at Weimar, with the title of LegatiensratA, and tbe 
actual dignity of a place in the CoUtgijim, or CauncU. The connexioD, 
begun under such favourable auspices, and ever since continned mmn- 
paired, has been productive of important consequences, not only Efl 
Weimar, but to all Germany. The noble purpose undertaken by tho 
Duchess Amelia was zealously forwarded by the young Duke on T ' 
accession ; under whose influence, supported and directed by his m 
Coancillor, this inconsiderable stale bss gained for itself a fairer distil 
tion than any of its larger, richer, or more warlike rivals. By dqjree^ 
irliaCever was brightest in the peniua of Germany had been ^the«d 10 
tiis little C-iurt : a .-iisacai t.\.ca«e >«Bi iiiiict'Cot si^t:riateadaiEe of 
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Gotthe and Schillpr ; here Wieland taught anil sung ; in the pulpit was 
Ileideri and pusscssing such a four, the smalltown ofWeimar, some ' 
twenty years ago, might challenge the proudest capital of the world lo 
match it in intellectual wealth. Occupied so proRtably to his countiy, 
and hoQOniably to himself, Goethe continued rising in estimation with 
his Prince : by d^ees, a political was added to his literaiy influence j 
in 177 J he became Privy Councillor ; President in 1781; and, at length, 
after bis return from Italy, where he had spent two years in various 
studies and observation, he was appointed Minister j a post which he 
oiily a few years ago resigned, on his final retirement from public affairs. 
In this, his second country, he still resides. The German biographies 
are careliil to inform ns that by the Dulte ofWeimar he was ennobled ; 
and decorated by Alexander and Napoleon, and various other kings 
and kaisers, with their several insignia of honour. 

A much purer and more imperishable series of honours he has 
earned for himself, by the peaceful efforts of his own genius. His active 
duties were, at all times, more or less intimately connected with litera- 
ture; they seem not to have obstructed the silent labours of his closet ; 
and perhaps they rather forwarded the great business of his life, a thor- 
ough universal culture of all his being, Goethe's history is a picture of 
the most diverse studies and acquisitions : Literature he has tried suc- 
cessfully in nearly every one of its departments ; with Art, andent and 
modem, he has familiarised himself beyond a rival ; Science, also, he 
seems to have savveyed with no careless or feeble eye, and his contri- 
butions to several of its branches, partictilarly of Botany and Optics, 
have been thankfully received by their professors. Some of our r^ers 
may be surprised to learn, that the painted Diagram of Mountain-alti- 
tudes which ornaments their libraries, exhibiting in one view the suc- 
cessive elevations of the Globe, was devised by the Author of Jiaast and 
TAi Sorrows of iVerltr. 

Goethe's purely literaiy works amount to between twenty and thirty 
considerable volumes. A bare enumeration of their names, without 
note or comment, would be perplexing rather than instructive ; and for 
note or comment of the humblest sort our present limits are too narrow. 
In the province of the Drama, omitting Egmonl, Iphi^tU, and multi- 
tudes of lighter pieces, we must mention, as entitled to peculiar distinc- 
tion, the tragedy of Tarquato Tassa and the play of Fausi. The lirst 
paints, in simple gracefulness, the poetic temperament at conflict with 
the orfinances of vulgar life ; a pore and tonchiog picture, foil of wis- 
dom, calm depth and unostentatious pathos. The second, of a still 
deeper character, images forth, in the superstitious tradition o{ Faust, 
the contest of the good principle in human nature with the bad j the 
struggle of Man's SoiU against Ignorance, Sin and Suffering ; the in- 
direct subject of many, perhaps of al! true poems ; but here treated di- 
rectly, with a wild mysterious impressiveness, which distinguishes this 
play from every other. Faust 33\A aiso Jfiigtnit hare been translated 
Olio Kns"^.. 
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Another singular perfonnatice of Goethe's KRHneckeFuihs, apoetic 
version of the old tale, said to be originally n Netherlands political pas- 
quinade, and which eiista in English, under the corresponding title of 
Reynard the Fox. Goethe's work is written in hexameters, in twelve 
books, like anotlier ..^Hni/ : a wondroui oJTair ; imbued with the tnieit 
humour, full of marvEllous imitations, grotesque descriptions, and n: 
fold moralities. If beasts could speak, we should surely expect tha 
depress their 'general views' as they are made to do in this epos : the 
us here is a philosophical masticator of thistles and gorse ; Bruin thinks, 
and talks, Mid acts, like a very bear ; and ' Malapertus the Fortress' u 
Still redolent of murdered poultry. Nor is this strange mimicry the sole 
diflim of the work; for there is method in its madness ; across these mar- 
vellous delineations we discerti a deeper signiScance. It is a parody of 
human life, as it were, a magic picture, with forms of the wildest mMi, 
which, while we gaze on Ihem, sadden into serious and instmcttie, 
though still smiling, monitors, Hemiiucn und Dorothea is also written 
in hexameters, and with a cheerliil earnestness, which has recommended 
it to great lavour with the Germans. Vou see it printed in gay minia- 
tnre, with gilding and decorations; and friend testifies his kinilnessto 
friend by the present of this Cadi Epos. 

In the Romance department, Goethe has written several wotkii ■! 
on peculiar principles. Besides Wertir, we have Willulm Masta'iAf- 
praitkcship, and Die Wakharwandlschaften (The Elective Affinitiei) i 
and five years ago he published the first volume of tVilkelnt Maiteft 
Trmiels, a fragment which the reader is now to have an oppoiluniqr of 
perusing. These performances, though bearing (he common name of 
novel, are ofveryvaried quality : and some ofthcmbntill represented by 
so trivial a title. Wilhstm Mailer's ApfirenSieeship, for instance, wbat- 
evec may be thought of it in other respects, has a deeper object than 
many a poem which has called itself epic ; nor was it hastily or cue- 
lessly huddled together without study ; for this novel, it would appear, 
lay ten years in the Author's mind and hand, one year locker than even 
the Hotatian period. Like many of his other works. Master has caDcd 
forth a numerous series of imitations ; but the strength of such produc- 
tions lies less in the form than in the substance, which it is not so euj 
to copy ; and accordingly, when most of these ' Art-novels' are [be- 
gotten, Meister alone continues rising in esteem. Except the Wahhtr- 
viandtsckafim, all Goethe's novels are now in Englisli. 

Of his nimierous short Poems it is difficult to say a weU-wdghed 
word : fbt they are of all sorts, gay and grave, descriptive, lyrical, di- 
dactic, idyllic, epigrammatic ; and of alt these species, the comtaon 
name, without long expositions, would, when applied to him, otdte ■ 
false idea. Goethe is nowhere more entirely original, more fEusdnotillfi 
more indescribable, than in his smaller poems. One quality which taj I 
generally marks them, particularly those of a later date, is their peco- 
iiar expressiveness, theii Mness of meaning. A single thing is s^d, and r 
s thousand things aie indkai-fel. IVe^ a« s^\i -wl^ct deavt to our 
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memory, and by which we summon beautiful spirits from the vasty deep 
of thought. Ofleo at the first aspect they appear commotiplace, 
altogether destitute of significance ; we look at the lines on the canva 
and they seem careless dashes, mere random strokes, representing n 
thing save the caprices of their author ; we chacge our place, we shift 
and shift, till we find the right point of view ; and all at once a fair 
figure Starts into being, encircled with graces and light charms, and hf 
its witcheries attracting heart and mind. In his songs he recalls to 
those of Shakspeare : they are not speeches, but musical tones ; 
sentiment is not stated in l<^cal seqnence, but poured forth in fitful and I 
Elastic suggestions : they are the wild noodnotes of the nightingale ; 
they are to be sung, not said. 

A large portion of Goethe's writings still remains to be classed under 
the head of Miscellanies. We have sketches of Travels ; dissertations, 
direct or allegorical, oo Art ; lutobiography, continuous or in frag- 
ments ; fantasies, dialogues, or other light essays, on Taste, Manners, 
and Morals ; there is even a short treatise on the get^^phy of the Chil- 
dren of Israel's journey into Canaan ! Nor has he disdained the humble 
offices of a translator and editor. The LiYi of Bertoettiito Cellini, which 
lately appeared in English, he long ago translated, with notes. Vol- i 
laire's^a^twtff had a similar honour from him; also Diderot's A^ivw A \ 
Ramiau, the original of which was published only very latdy, many I 
years after the German version. His editorial funerions, I believe, he 
has not yet laid aside ; far two periodicals, the Morphohgie and the 
Kunst und Allerihuta (Art and Antiquities), are still occasionally con- 
tinued under his direction and cooperation. 

Such are some specimens of the labours, in whidt Goethe has spent 
many diligent and most honourable j'eais. That they ore too varied 
to be all excellent, that he would have better cared for his fam^ had he 
limited his efforts lo a narrower circle, is an obvious cavil ; to which 
also he can reply, as he has already done for D'Alembert, that there aie 
higher things on Earth than fame ; that a nniversal dcvelopnient of our 
spiritual nature may actually be more precious to us than the solace of 
our vanity ; that the true business is lo Ar, not U> seem ; and that intel- 
lectual artisanship, however wondered at, is less desirable Ihui intellea- 
tual manhood. Goethe has a right to speak on this subject: for he hu 
tried public favour, and tried the want of it ; and found that he could 
hold on his way through either fortune. Thirty years ago, he might be 
said to be without an audience even in his own country ; his best worki 
were received with chilling apathy, or objected to with the most melan- 
choly stolidity ; and many a good-natnrtd frieiKl might be beard lament- 
ing that the genius of Goethe should have faded with the fire of hia 
youth, that the author of Wnier and Ba-lichingen should have sunk to 
Master and Torqualo Tasso. Goethe had outgrown his generation ; his 
culture was too high for its apprehension. He went on unweariedly I 
to cultivate himself still farther. These things have their day ; the reign \ 
ef tilupidily is boisterous and boastful ; but it shall luA &'Q^<ra«, Vncitx. I 
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A belter race of critics arose; tlie Nicold^" and Mansos gave place to 
{he Schlegels, the Tiecks, the Richters. Goethe has lived to see a, 
truer lime; his calm perseverance has met with its outwBid as well as 
its inward rewards ; and what was once the solitary consciousness of his 
own mind, is now reflected back to him from millions of approving 
minds. In the evening of his glorioos life, a destinj has been pronded 
for him such as falls to the lot of few mortals. Secluded in the bosom 
of his family ; surrounded, and still occupied, with whatever is curious 
in literature, science, or art, the venerable Master, in looking at tho 
bright past, may iind it yet in harmony with the present and the tiitnre! 
for his heart and hand are still busy in his vocation ; faces that lors 
him gladden his abode; and voices of reverence and gratitude reach 
bini from all ends of the world. His mental faculties seem visited 1^ 
no decay: the work written last year Is as foil of life as the work written 
threescore years ago ; his mind is growing older, but more interestiiig 
as well as older ; it is stiller, wiser, loveher ; and the long shadows ol 
evening are blended with the mellowest sunshine. His IValSillidur 
Divan, a series of Westsm-oriiHttd sketches and poems, is still as grace- 
ful and expressive as if half a century had been subtracted from iti i 
date. Wilhdin Mdsta's Travels was published in i8»i ; and some of 
our readers may pemse it with a new interest, as (he singular spedmo) j 
of a light and living poem by a man of seventy-two. 

Of a nature so rare and complex it is difficult to form a true compie- 

hension; difficult even to express what comprehension one has fonned. 
In Goethe's mind, the first aspect that strikes us is its calm ness, then 
its beauty; a deeper inspection yeveals to ne its vastness and unma - 

" NocqI^ was a Bookseller In Berlin ; a man of a shrewd, inqidring, ' 
substantial mind ; wbalb called a sound practical man. He had madBOon- 
siderable atisjnmenls in knowledge by his own unaided elfarts; and «at 
Indeed a very meritorious peison. had he not commilled one tundamenlal 
error ; To the very last he never could persuade himself that there wai any- , 
!hing in Heaven or Earth which had not been dreamed of in his [diHosopby. j 
He was animated with a fierce zeal against Jesuits : in this most peopla 
thought him parily right; hut when he wrote against Kant's jJuhHOfty, 
widiDut comprehending it : and Judged of pDetiy as he judged of BmiiBvridt 
mum, bvltSB/tVi^y, mEmypcoplelhoxighthimwrong. Aman □fauchspintiial i 
habitudes is now by the Gcmians called a Pkiliittr, Philistine : Nleolai i 
earned for himself the palnfiil preeminence of being Ert-PkUisUr, Airfi- ' 
Philistine. Stray specimens of the Fhlllstinc nation are said to exist in oar 
own Islands: but we have no name for them like the Germans; who indeed, 
by this cheek-burning, may perhaps be thought to have cleaned thdr conn- | 
tiy too well of these Uncircumcised. By way of explanation, I should add, ' 
that Philisiir in the dialect of Gemian Univeraities corresponds to the Bmli, I 
or Saoi, of Cambridge ; designatinE every non-student. As applied to Ni- 
colai and his kindred, it came into use in the period of the Xenien [see | 
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elemenls of Nature were stiUeii at the coming of Light, and bound tt^e- 
llier, under itn soft vesture, into a glorious and beneficent Creation. 

This is the true Rest of man ; no stunted unbelieving callousness, 
no reckless surrender to blind Force, no opiate delusion ; but the.hai^ 
mgnious adjustment of Necessity and. Acciden t, of what is changeable 
nntl what is unchangeable in our destiny; the calm supremacy of the 
s pirit over its eircumstancKs : the dim aim of eveiy human soul, the fuU 
altamment of onlj a chosen few. It comes not nnsonght to any; but 
the wise are wise because they think no price too high for it. Goettie's 
inwaril home has been reared by slow and laborious efforts ; but it stands 
on no hollow or deceitful basis ; for hi^ peac^ is not from blindness, bat 
from clear vision ; not from uncertain hope of alteration, but from sure 
IMilgll! into what cannot alter. His world seems once to have been 
desolate and balefnl as that of the darkest sceptic : but he has covered 
it niiew with beauty and solemnity, derived from deeper sources, over 
which Doubl can have no sway. He has inquired fearlessly, and fear- 
lessly searched out and denied the False; but he has not forgotten, 
what is equally essential and infinitely harder, to tmrrh out and admit 
'I'- Tnn- ITL heart is still full of warmth, thougii his head is clear and 
cold; th e world for him is still full of grandcm ,. though he clothes it 

and.Jtwar^KougliJhaiLto senessKflre'ptaiin!! ti i uo i-ju lhu.n-t a4iis ; To 
reconcile these contradictions is the task ol all good Men, each tor b-— 
self, in his o\vn way and manner ; a task which, in our age, is enc 
passed with dlfliculties peculiar to the time; and which Goethe se 
to have accomplished with a success that few can rival A mind s 
unity with itself, even though it were a poor ond small one, would arrest 
our attention, and win some kind regaid from us ; but when this mind 
ranks among the strongest and most complicated of the species, it he- 
comes a sight fuU of interest, a study liill of dee ' 
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Such a mind as Goetlie's ia the fruit not only of a roysl endowmrat 
by nature, but also of n culture propoiiionnte toiler bounty, la Goethe's 
original form of Epirit we discern the highest gifts of manhood, vfithout 
any deBdency of Che lower : he has an eye and a heart equally for the 
sublime, the common, imd the ridiculoiis ; the elements at once of a 
poet, a thinker, and a wit. Of his culture wc have often spoken already; 
and it deseries again to be beld ap to praise and imitation. This, as he 
himself unostentatiously confesses, has been the soul of all his ccmduc^ 
the great enterprise of his life ; and few that understand him will be apt 
to deny that he has prospered. As a writer, his resouices have been 
accnmidated from nearly all the provinces of human intellect aod ac- 
tivity ; and he has ti:aiDcd himself to use these compUcaled instruments 
with a light cxpermess which we might have admired in the proTessot 
of a solitary department. Freedom, and grace, and smiling earnest- 
ness are the characteristics of his works: Che matter of them Bows along 
in chaste abundance, in the softest combination; and their style is re- 
ferred to by native critics as the highest specimen of the German tongue. 
On this latter point the vote of a stranger may well be deemed unavail- 
ing; but the charms of Goethe's style lie deeper than the mere words; 
for language, in the hands of a master, is the Ctpress image of thonghl, 
or rather it is the body of which thought is the soul ; the former rises into 
being together with the latter, and the graces of the One are shodowBl 
forth in the movements of the other. Goethe's language, even to a 
foTogner, is full of charael^i' and secMidary meanitigs ; polished, yet 
vemacular and cordial, it sounds like the dialect of wise, ancient, and 
true-hearCcd men; in poetry, brie^ sharp, simple and expressive; in 
prose, perhaps still more pleasing; for it is at once concise and AiU, 
rich, dear, unpretending and melodious ; and the sense, not prEsaUed 
in alternating flashes, piece after piece revealed and withdis.wn, rnct 
before us as in continuous dawning, and stands at last ^multanaxuly 
complete, and bathed in the mellowest and ruddiest sunshine. It brings 
to mind what the prose of tlooker, Bacon, Milton, Browne, would have 
been, had they vnitten under the good, vrithoiit the bad influences, ot 
that French precision, which has polished and attenuated, trimmed and 
impoverished, all modem languages; made our meaning clear, and too 
often shallow as well as dear. 

But Goethe's culture as a writer is perhaps less remarkable than his 
culture as a man. He has learned not in head only, but also in heart; 
not from Art and Literature, but also by action and passion, in the nid- 
ged school of Eiperience. If asked what was Che grand characteristii; 
of his writings, wc should not say knowledge, but wisdom. A mind that 
has seen, and suffered, and done, speaks to us of what it has tried and 
conquered. A gay delineation wil) give us notice of dark and Itulsoma 
experiences, of business done in the great deep of the spirit ; a. maxim, 
trivial to the careless eye, will rise with light and solution over long per- 
plexed periods of our own history. It is tlius (hat heari speaks to heast, 
tbU the life of one man becomes % ^osf^&unx Ui alL Here is a ' ' 
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oflhe most subtle anil tumiiltuolis elements ; hut it is governed in peace- 
ful diligence, ami its impetuous and etliereal faculties work softly l<^e- 
ther for good and noble ends. Goethe may he called a. Philosopher ; 
for he loves and has practised as a man the wisdom which, as a poet, 
he inculcates. Composure and cheerful seriousness seem to breathaover 
all his character. There is no whining over human woes : it ii under- 
stood that we must simply all strive to alleviate or remove them. There 
is no noisy battling for opinions ; but a persevering effort to make Truth 
lovely, and recommend her, by a thousand avenues, to the hearts of all 
men. Ofhis personal' manners we can easily believe the universal re- 
port, as often given in the way of censure as of praise, tbat he is a man 
of consummate breeding and the stateliest presence: for an air of polished 
tolerance, of courtly, we might almost say majestic repose, and serene 
hnmanity, is visible throughoat his works. In no line of them does he 
speak with asperity of any man ; scarcely ever even of a thing. He 
knows the good, and loves it; he knows the bad and hateful, and re- 
jects it; but in neither case with violence : his love is calm and active ; 
his rejection is implied, rather tbaa pronounced ; meek and gentle, 
though we see that it is thorough, and never to be revoked. The noblest 
and the basest he not only seems 10 comprehend, but lo personate and 
body forth in their most secret lineaments : hence actions and oplnioos 
appear to him as they are, with all the circumstances which extenuate 
or endear them to the hearts where they originated and are entertained. 
This also is the spirit of our Shakspeare, and perhaps of every great 
dramatic poet. Shakspeare is no sectarian ; to all he deals with equity 
and mercy; because be knows all, and his heart is wide enough for alL 
In his mind the world is a whole ; he figures it as Providence governs 
il ; and to him it is not strange that the sun should be caused to shine 
on the evil and the good, and the rain to fall on the Just and the unjust. 

Goethe has been called the German Voltaire ; but it is a name which 
docs him wrong, and describes him ill. Escept in the corresponding 
variety of tiieir pursuits and knowledge, in which, perhaps, it does Vol- 
taire wrong, the two cannot be compared. Goethe is all, or the best of 
all, that Voltaire was, and he is much that Valtaiie did not dream of. 
To say nothing of his dignified and truthfiil character as a man, he be- 
longs, as a thinker and a writer, to a fer higher class than this enfaiU 
gdU da moniU ju'i! gSla. He is not a questioner and a despiser, but a 
teacher and a reverencer ; not a destroyer, but a builder-up ; not a wit 
only, but a wise man. Of him Montesquieu could not have said, with 
even epigrammatic truth : II a plus qnt ftrionne Paprit qiu tottt It nunde 
a. Voltaire was the clevtrat of all past and present men ; but a great 
man is something more, and this he surely was not. 

As poets, the two bve not m the same hemisphere, not in the same 
world. Of Voltaire's poetry, it were blindness to deny the polished in- 
lellectual vigour, the logical symmetry, the flashes that from time to time 
give it the colour, if not the warmth, of fire ; but ttis in afar other sense 
than this that Goethe is a poet; in a sense of which the ¥ieacVi.'^u::nsaxx 
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bai never afforded any example. We may Tentnre to say of him, Ibat 
his prorince is high luid peculiar ; higher Chan any poet but himself far 
Eeveral generatiuns, has so for succeeded in, perhaps even bos steadfastly 
attempted. In r^ing Goethe's poetry, it perpetually strikes ns thai 1 
we arc reading the poetry of our own day and geaeratioD. No demands I 
are made on our credulity ; the light, the science, the scepticism of the , 
age, are not hid from us. He does not deal in antiquated mythologies, 
or ring changes on traditionary poetic forms ) there are no supemal, no 
infenml ioSuences, for J^aust is an apparent rather than a real excep- 
tion 1 but there is the barren prose of die nineteenth century, the vulgar 
life which we are al! leading ; and it starts into strange beauty in hi} 
hands; and we pause in delighted wonder to behold the flower of Foesy 
blooming in that parched and nigged soiL This is the end of his Mig- 
nans and Harpers, of his Taims and Masters. Poetry, as he views it, 
exists not in time or place, but in the spirit of man ; and Art, with Na- 
ture, is now to perform for tiie poet, what Nature alone performed of 
old. The divinities and demons, the witches, spectres, and fairies, are 
vanished from the world, never ^ain to he recalled : but the Imagina- 
tion which created these still lives, and will forever live in man's soul j 
and can again pour its wizard light over the Universe, and summon J 
forth enchantments as lovely or impressive, and which its sister (acu!tie» I 
will not contradicL To say that Goethe has accomplished all this, wnntd 
he to say that his genius is greater than was ever given to any man ; for | 
if it was a high and glorious mind, or rather series of minds, tbatpei^ilcd j 
the first ages with their peculiar forms of poetry, it must he a series of J 
minds much higher and more glorious that sliall so people the present. I 
The angels and demons that can lay prostrate our hearts in the nine- J 
teenth century must be of another and more cunning fashion than those ' 
that subdued us in the ninth. To have attempted, to have begun this 
enterprise, may be accounted the greatest praise. That Goethe ever 
meditated it, in the forai here set fordi, we have nodirect evidence: but . 
indeed snch is the end and aim of high poetry at all times and seatons; 
for the fiction of the poet is not falsehood, but the purest truth ; and if 
ho would lead captive our whole being, nut rest satisHed with a part of 
it, he must address ns on interests that one, not that iiiere, ours ; and t~ 
B dialect which finds a response, and not a contradiction, within ot 
bosoms. 

How Goethe has fuIIiUed these conditions in addressing as, an h 
spection of his works, but no description, can inform us. Let me ai 
vise the reader to study Ihcm, and see. If he come to the task with on 
opinion that poetry is an amusement, a passive recreation ; that its lugh- 
est object is to supply a languid mind with fantastic shows at^ indolent 
emotions, his measure of enjoyment is likely to be scanty, and hia crid- 
dsms willbeloud, angry and manifold. But if he know and believe that 
poetry is the essence of all science, and requires the purest ot all stodiec; 
if ho recollect that the newmaynot always lie the false i that the excd- ' 
' ice wiich can be seen in a roomeiAia tiov asisiV^ a very dei^ o 
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fchoye all, if bis own heart be flill oCfeelings and experiences, for whicli 
lie finds Qo name aiid no soludoo, but which lie in pain imprisoned and 
uuuttEied in his breast, till the Word be spokoi, the spell that is to un- 
bind them, and bring them forth to liberty and light ; then, if I mistaltn 
not, he will find that in this Goethe there is a new world set before hw 
(.yes I a world of Earnestness and Sport, of solemn cliif and gay plain ; 
some such temple — far inferior, as it may well be, in ma^iScence and 
beauty, but a temple of the same architecture — some such temple for 
the Spirit of our age, as the Shakspeares and Spensers liave raised for 
the Spirit of theirs. 

This seems a bold assertion : bnt it is not made without delibera- 
tion, and such conviction as it has stood within my means to obtain. If 
it invite discussion, and forward the discovery of the truth in this matter, 
its best purpose will be answered. Goethe's genius is a study for other 
minds than have yet seriously engaged with it among us. By and by, 
apparently ere long, he will be tried and judged righteouslj'; he him- 
self, and no cloud instead of him ; for he comes to us in snch a ques- 
tionable shape, that silence and o^lect will not always serve our pur- 
pose. England, the chosen home of justice in all its senses, where the 
humblest merit Itas been acknowledged, and the highest fault not unduly 
panished, will do no injustice to this extraordinary man. And if, wlien 
her impartial sentence has been pronounced and sanctiouBd, it shall ap- 
pear that Goethe's earliest admirers have wandered too far into tlie lan- 
guage of panf^ric, I hope it may be recltonfd no unpardonable sin. It 
is spirit-stirring rather than spirit-sharpening, to consider that there is 
one of the Prophets here with us in our own day: that a man who is to 
be numbered with the Sages and Sacri VaUs, the Shakspeares, the 
Tassos, the Cervanteses of the world, is looking on the things which we 
look on, has dealt with the very thoughts which we have to deal with, 
is reigning in serene dominion over the perpleJdiies and contradictions 
in which we are still painfully entangled. 

That Goethe's mind is fiiU of inconsistencies and shortcomings, can 
be a secret to no one who has heard of the Fall of Adam. Nor would 
it be difficult, in this place, to muster a long catalogue of darknesses de- 
facing our perception of this brightness : bnt it might be still less pro- 
fitable than it is difGcult; for in Goethe's writings, as in those of all true 
masters, an apparent blemish is apt, after maturer study, to pass into a 
beauty. His works cannot be judged in fractions, for rach of them is 
conceived and written as a whole ; the humble and common may be no ' 
less essential there than the high and splendid ; it is only Chmese pic- 
lures that have no shade. There Is a maxim, far better known than 
practised, that to detect faults is a much lower occupation than to recog- 
nise merits. We may add also, that though far easier in the execution, it 
is not a whit more certain in the result. What is the detecting of a fault, 
bat the feeling of an incongralty, of a contradiction, which may exist in 
ourselves as well as in the object ? Who shall say in which ? None but 
be who sees this object as it is, and himself aa he is. ■VIcVis.ieiSi.\«aj&. 
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of the critic fly; but none of as donbts the compass of his own vi^on. 
It b thus that a high work of art, EtiU more that a high and originaL 
mind, may at all times ca.lculate on much sorriest criticism. In looking 
Bt an extraordinary man, it were good for an ordinary man to be snra 
of len'Mg him, before attempting to cnia-ia him. Having ascertained that 
Goethe is an object deserving study, it will be time to censure his faulti 
when we have clearly estimated his merits ; and if we are wise judges 
not till then. 

Whether this work of Wilhtltn Meisltrs Wanderjahre" will eioltor 
depress our actual jndgment of him, I pretend not Co predict. Like all 
Goethe's works, its immediate reception is doubtful, or rather, perhapsi 
it is not doubtful. That these Travels will surprise and disappoint ftie 
reader, is too likely; and perhaps the reader of the ApprentiasMp will 
be more surprised than any other. The book is called a romance ; but 
it treats not of romance characters or subjects ; it has less relation to 
Fielding's Tom yena than to Spenser's Fairy Queen. The scene is not 
laid on tlus £rm Earth, but in a fair Utopia of Art and Science and free 
Activity: the figures, !ighl and aeriform, come unlooked for, and melt 
away abruptly, like the pageants of Prospero in his enchanted Island. 
Whether this the baseless fabric of their visioo is beautlfiil and significant 
like his, or vague and false, oar readers are now to detenninc To a 
reader of the original this question may appear already pretty well de- 
cided : in both languages, it is true, the work is still a fragment, hang- 
ing suspended in middle air ; but the matchless graces of its workman- 
ship, the calm fulness, .the noble simplicity of its style, or^ in many 
points, fpr the one language only. 

Nevertheless, I present this work to the English people without re- 
luctance or misgivings, persuaded that though it may be caviare to the 
general, there are not wanting tastes among ns to discern its worth and 
worth] essness, even under its present disadvantages, and to pronounce 
truly on both. Of his previous reception in this country neither Goethe 
nor his admirers have reason to complain. By all men who have any pre- 
tension to depth or sensibility of mind, the existence of a high and pecu- 
liar genius has been cheerfully recognised in him ; a fact which, conaiJet- 
ing the unwonted and in many points forbiddmg aspect of bis chief worb^ 
•* Waiidirjahri denotes the period which a G«Tnan artisan is, by law 
or tisage, obliged lo pass in travelling, to periset himself in his craft, after 
the conclusion of his Lehrjahrt (Apprenticeship), and before bis Masler^ip 
can tegin. In miuyguili this custom is as old as tlieir ejtislence, andeoa- 
linues still (o be indispensable : it is said to have originated in ihe frequent 
journeys of the German Emperors to Italy, and the eoosequent improvement I 
observed in such workmen among their menials as had attended them (hilKcr. j 
Most ofthe guilds ara what is calledi*/c*<a(t;(B, thai h, prisinliHg. having 
presents to give to needy wandiriag brothers. This word IVaHdirjakrtX ' 

ei^iresilon that should more ace ' "" " "" " ' ' 

word much nearer the muiV. \ b' 
plinth, tor the first time, bere. 
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does honour both to the author and his critics ; while their often numer- 
ous and grave objections have proved only that they had studied him 
with the cursory eye, which may suffice for cursory writers, but for him 
is not sufficient, nor likely to be final. In no quarter has there appeared 
any tendency to wilful unfairness, any jealousy as towards a stranger, 
any disposition to treat him otherwise than according to hit true deserts. 
Indeed, wherefore should there? We of England' have of all nations, 
past and present, the least cause to be jealous wilh this mean jealousy. 
Our own literature is peopled with kingly names ; our language is beau- 
tiful with their English intellects and English characters ; thdr works 
live forever in our hearts. If we cannot love and hold fast our own, and 
yet be just to others, who is there that can? In soliciting and antici- 
pating a true estimate of Goethe, I have only to wish that the same sen- 
timents may continue with us. 

For the rest, if it seem that I advocate this cause too warmly; that 
Goethe's genius, whelher it be good or bad, is in truth a very small 
concern to us, I may be allowed to remind my readers, that the exist- 
eoce or nonexistence of a new Poet for the World in onr own time, of 
a new Instructor and Preacher of Truth to all men, is really a question 
of more impoilance to us than many that are agitated with far greater 
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PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION OF 

[EISTER'S APPRENTICESHIP AND MEISTER'S TRAVELS. 

[London, 1839.] 



These two Translations, Mdsta's ApprenHcfsMp and Master's Tnt- 
veil, have long been out of print, but never altogether out of demand ; 
nay, it would seem, the originally somewhat moderate demand has gone 
on increasing, and continues to increase. They are therefore here repub- 
lished ; and the one being in some sort a sequel to the other, though 
in rather unexpected sort, they are now printed together. The English 
version of Miriitfr's Travih has been extracted, 01 enlricated, from a 
Compilation of very various quality named German Romance; and 
placed by the side of the Ajiprenticeship, its forerunner, which, in the 
translated as in the original slate, appeared hitherto as a separate work. 

la the ApprenHcesMp, the first of these Translalicms, which was 
executed some £fteen years ago, under questionable auspices, I have 
made many little changes; but could not, unfortunately, change it into 
a right tran.^lation ; it hung, in many places, slilT and laboured, too like 
some unfortunate buckram cloak round the light harmonious movement 
01 the original ; and, alas, still hanK SO) he^e sndlhKxc-, si«i td.ic^'c! 
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hntig. In the seconil Translation, Mailer's Tranith, two years later in 
ilnio, I have changed liltle pi nothing ; I might have added much ; fm 
llie Urigimtl, since that time, was as it were taken to pieces \iy the Au- 
thor himself in liis Imt fears, and constructed anew ; and in the Final 
Edition of his Works appears with multifarious intercBlatians, givitig a 
great eipan^on both of size and of scope. Not Pedagogy ontf , and 
Husbandry and Art and Religion and Human Conduct in the Nme- 
teenth Century, but Geology, Astronomy, Cotton -spinning, Metallut^, 
Anatomical Lecturing, and much else, are typically shadowed forth is 
this second fonn of the TriaieU ; which, however, continues a Frag- 
ment like the first, significantly pointing on all hands towards infini- 
tude ; not more complete than the first was, or indeed perhaps less so. 
It will well reward the trustful student ofGoelhe 10 read this new form 
of the Travels: and see how in that great mind, beaming in mildest 
mellow splendour, beaming if also trembling, like a great sun on the 
veige of the horizon, near now to its long farewell, all these things were 
illuminated and illustrated : but for the mere English reader there are 
probably in our prior edition of the Trrrvel! already novelties enoi^h ; 
tot ns, at all events, it seemed unadvisable to meddle with it farther at 

Goethe's position towards the English Public is greatly altered since 
these Translations first made their appearance. Criticisms, near the 
mark, or farther irom the mark, or even altogether far, and away from 
any mark ; of these there has been enough. These pass on Ihar road ; 
the man and his works remain what they are and were ; more and more 
reo^uisable for wliat they are. Few English readers can require now 
to be apprised that these two Books, named Novel^ come not under 
the Minerva-Press cat^oiy, nor the Ballantyne-Prcss cal^oiy, nor any 
such category ; that the Author is one whose secret, by no means wem 
upon his sleeve, will never, by any ingenuity, be got at in that way. 

For a Translator, in the present case, it is enough to reflect that ha 
who imports into his own country any true delineation, a rationally 
spoken word on any subject, has done well. Oars is a wide world, 
peaceably admitting many different modes of speech. In our wide world 
there is but one altogether fatal personage, — die dunce ; he that speaks 
irrationally, that sees not, and yet thinks he sees. A genuine seer and 
speaker, under what conditions soever, shall be welcome to us : has he 
not seea somewhat, of great Nature our common Mother's bringing 
locth ; seen it, loved i(, laid his heart open to it and to the Mother of 
it, so that he can now rationally speak it for us? He is our brothe r, 
and a good not a bad man ; his words are like gold, precious, whether 
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FRACTIONS. 

[1823-1833.] 

No. I. TRAGEDY OF THE NIGHT-MOTH. 

Magna ausus, 

'Tis placid midnight, stars are keeping 

Their meek and silent course in heaven ; 

Save pale recluse, for knowledge seeking, 
All mortal things to sleep are given. 

But see ! a wandering Night-moth enters, 
Allured by taper gleaming bright ; 

A while keeps hovering round, then ventures 
On Goethe's mystic page to light 

With awe she views the candle blazing ; 

A universe of fire it seems 
To moih-savante with rapture gazing. 

Or Fount whence Life and Motion streams. 

What passions in her small heart whirling, 
Hopes boimdless, adoration, dread ; 

At length her tiny pinions twirling, 

She darts, and — ^puff ! — the moth is dead S 

The sullen flame, for her scarce sparkling, 
Gives but one hiss, one fitful glare ; 

Now bright and busy, now all darkling, 
She snaps and fades to empty air. 

Her bright gray form that spread so slimly, 
Some fan she seemed of pigmy Queen \ 
Her silky cioak that lay so inmVy, 

Her vree, wee eyes that looked so Vwxi* 
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-c pEACd with 607 poM t 
And i£es ardtiis rovad ihaU Bcicr 
Cire to UiB ueitei c ^aft tgfm 1 

P<KM moth ! atai meepiBg I laBtott Acq 
"^r GIo^ )<>""• (It i'B'xU *o« ; 

^was leal (at ' tiling too high' ihal ststi thee 
From chcciT eaith to dtads bdow. 

Sbon speck of boDodlea Space was needed 
For borne, foe kii^oni. woHd lo thee I 

VTbere posed onheedii^ as nnbeeded ' 

Tfaj littlr life from kxtow bee. 

Bat sjten bi^ies from out thj dwellina 

Enticed thee, lode thee earth acpior^— 

Thy frame, h> late with mptare awdlii^ 
Is swept from earth forevennore ! 

Poor moth I (hj fale my own resembia: 

Me too 3 restless asking mind 
Hath sent on far and weaiy rambles. 

To seek the good I ne'er shall find. 

Like thee, with <ximnion lot contented. 
With hnmble jojs and vulgar fate, 

I might have lived and ne'er lamented. 
Moth of a laiger size^ a. longer dale I 

But Natnre's majesty unveiling 

What seem'd her wildest, grasdest chaim^ 
Eternal Truth and Beanty hailing, 

Like the<^ 1 nuhed into her arms. 

Whatgained we, littlemolh? Thy ashes. 
Thy one brief parting pang may show r 

And thought; like these, for soul that dashes 
From deep to deep, are — death more stowfl 



No. 2. CUI LONO. 

■What is Hope? A smiling rainhow 
ChildrL-n follow through the wet| 
lis not here, still yonder, yonder ! 
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What is Life? A thawing iceboard 

On a sea with sunny shore ;— 
Gay we sail ; it melts beneath us ; 

We are sunk, and seen no more. 

What is Man ? A foolish baby, 

Vainly strives, and fights, and firets j 
Demanding all, deserving nothing ;— • 

One small grave is what he gets. 



No. 3. FOUR FABLES. 

I. 

Once upon a time, a man, somewhat in drink belike, raised a dread- 
ful outcry at the comer of the market-place, ** That the world was all 
turned topsy-turvy ; that the men and cattle were all walking with their 
feet uppermost ; that the houses and earth at large (if they did not mind 
it) would fall into the sky ; in short, that unless prompt means were 
taken, things in general were on the high road to the Devil." As the 
people only laughed at him, he cried the louder and more vehemently ; 
nay, at last, began objuring, foaming, imprecating ; when a good-na- 
tured auditor, going up, took the orator by the haunches, and softly 
inverting his position, set him down— on his feet The which upon per- 
ceiving, his mind was staggered not a little. " Ha ! deuce take it 1" 
cried he, rubbing his eyes, " so it was not the world that was hanging 
by its feet, then, but I that was standing on my head !" 

Censor, Casttgatar morum, Radical Reformer, by whatever name 
thou art called I have a care ; especially if thou art getting loud I 

PiLPAY Junior. 

II. 

** Gentlemen," said a conjuror, one fine starry evening, ** these hea- 
vens are a decepHo vis^ ; what you call stars are nothing but fiery 
motes in the air. Wait a little, I will clear them off, and show you how 
the matter is." Whereupon the artist produced a long syringe of great 
force ; and, stooping over the neighbouring puddle, filled it with mud 
and dirty water, which he then squirted with might and main against 
the zenith. The wiser of the company unfurled their umbrellas ; but 
most part, looking up in triumph, cried, "Down with delusion! It 
is an age of science ! Have we not tallow-lights, then ?*' Here the 
mud and dirty water fell, and bespattered and beplastered these simple 
persons, and even put out the eyes of several, so that they never saw 
the stars any more. 

Enlightened Utilitarian ! art thou aware that this patent logic-mill 
of thine, which grindeth with such a clatter, is but a mill ? 

you L "^ 
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III. 

"It is I Oiit support this hotisehold, " said a hen one day to liei- 
self ; ' ' the masler cannot breakfosl without on egg, for he is dyspepti- 
cal and would die, and il is I that lay it And here is this ugly poodle, 
doing nothing earthly, and gets thrice the victual I do, and is caressed 
all dajr I By the Cock of Mioerva, they shall give me a double portion 
of oats, or they have eaten thnr last e^ i" But much as she cackled 
and creaked, the scullion would not give her on extra, grain ; where- 
upon, in dudgeon, she hid her next ^g in the dungfaill, and did nothing 
but cackle and creak all day. The scullion suffered her for a week, 
then (by oidei) drew her neck, and purchased other eggs at sixpence 
the dozen. 

Man ! why frettest thon and whinest thou ? This blockhead is hap- 
pier than tliou, and still a blockhead? — Ah, sure Enough, thy wages 
are too low 1 Wilt thou slriit loori with Providence, then, and force 
him to ' an alternative' ? Believe it, he will do without thee : iin'y * 
^oinl d'hommt nkessmre, P, J. 

nr. 

"What is the use of tliee, thou gnarled sapling?" said a young 
larch-tree to a young oak. ' ' I grow Ihree feet in a year, thon scarcely 
as many inches, I am straight and taper as a reed, thou stra^liag and 
twisted as a loosened wilhe. " — " And thy duration, " answered the oak, 
' ' Is some third part of man's life, and I am appointed to flourish ibr a 
thousand years. Thou art felled and sawed into paling, where thon 
rottest and art burned after a single snromer; of me are fashioned battle- 
ships, and I carry mariners and heroes into unknown seas. " 

The richer a nature, the harder and slower its development Two 
bo^ were once of a class in the Edinburgh graromar-school : John 
trirn, precise and dux ; Walter ever slovenly, confused and dolt 
due time John became Baillie John of Hunter-square, and Walter be- 
came Sir Walter Scolt of the Universe. 

The q,Qickest and completest of all vegetables is the cabbage. 

P.J. 



No. 4. THE SOWER'S SONG. 

Now hands to seedsheet, boys, 
We step aiui we cast ; old Time's on wing j 
And would ye partake of Harvest's joys. 
The corn must be sown in Spring. 
Fall gently ami sHll, gixni com, 
lit xuarm in Ihy tartliy bed \ 
And itand so yellaoi some morn, 
I^in- beait and man must bt f«d. 
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Old Earth is a pleasure to see v 

In sunshiny cloak of red and green ; 
The furrow lies fresh ; this Year will be 
As Years that are past have been 
Fall gently^ &^c. 

Old Mother, receive this com, 
The son of Six Thousand golden sires : 
All these on thy kindly breast were bom ; 
One more thy poor child requires. 
Fall gently^ <5r»r. 

Now steady and sure again, 
And measure of stroke and step we keep ; 
Thus up and thus down we cast our grain : 
Sow well, and you gladly reap. 

Fall gently and stilly good corny 

Lie warm in thy earthy bed ; 

And stand so yellow some morn^ 

For beast and man mtist be fed. 



No. 5. ADIEU. 

Let time and chance combme, combine^ 
Let time and chance combine ; 
The fairest love from heaven above, 
That love of yours was mine. 

My dear. 
That love of yours was mine. 

The past is fled and gone, and gone^ 
The past is fled and gone ; 
If nought but pain to me remain, 
I'll fare in memory on. 

My dear, 
I'll fare in memory on. 

The saddest tears must fall, must fall, 
The saddest tears must fall ; 
In weal or woe, in this world below, 
I love you ever and all. 

My dear, 
I love you ever and alL 

A long road full of pain, of pain, 

A long road full of pain ; 

One soul, one heart, swom ne*er to part, — 

We ne'er can meet again, 

We ne'er can meet again. 
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Hard fate will not nllow, allow. 
Hard fate mU not allow; 
We blessed were as the angels ore,— 
Adieu forever now. 

My dear, 
Adieu forever now. 



No. 6. THE BEETLE. 
Poor hobbling Beetle, needst not haste ; 
Should Traveller Traveller thus alarm ? 
Pursue thy journey through the waste, 
Not foot of mine shall work thee hann. 
Who knows what errand grave thou hast, 
' Small family' — that have not dined ? 
Lodged under pebble, there they fast. 
Till head of house have raised the wind I 
Man's bread lies 'roong the feet of men j 
For cark and tnoil sul!icient cause ! 
Who cannot sow would reap ; — and then 
In Beetledom are no Poor-Laws. 
And if thy Wife and thou agree 
tlut ill, as like when short of victual, 
X swear, the Pnhlic Sympathy 
Tliy fortune meiileth, poor Beetle. 
Alas, and I should do thee skaith. 
To realms of Night with heeltap send 
Ifka judg'd thee worthy pains of Death J^ 
On Earth, save me, without a Friend I 
Pass on, poor Beetle, venerable 
Art thou, were wonders ne'er so rife ; 
Thon hast what Bel to Tower of Babel 
Not gave ; the chief of wonders, — IJFS. 
Also of * ancient iamily, ' 
Though small in size, of feature dark 1 
What Debrett'a Peer snrpasselh thee? 
T&y Ancestor was in Noah's Ark. 



No. 7. TODAY. 
So here hath been dawning 
Another blue Day; 
Think wilt thou let it 
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Out of Eternity v 

This new Day is bomj 

Into Eternity, 

At night, wUl return. 

Behold it aforetime 
No eye ever did : 
So soon it forever 
From all eyes is hid. 

Here hath been dawnin<r 
Another blue Day: 
Think wilt thou let it 
Slip useless away. 



No. 8. FORTUNA. 

The wind blows east, the wind blows west, 
And the frost falls and the rain : 
A weary heart went thanlcM to rest, 
And must rise to toil again, 'gain, 
And must rise to toil again. 

The wind blows east, the wind blows west, 
And there comes good luck and bad ; 
The thriftiest man is the cheerfulest; 
Tis a thriftless thing to be sad, sad, 
*Tis a thriftless thing to be sad. 

The wind blows east, the wind blows west; 
Ye shall know a tree by its fruit: 
This world, they say, is worst to the best;— 
But a dastard has evil to boot, boot. 
But a dastard has evil to boot. 

The wind blows east, the wind blows west; 
What skills it to mourn or to talk ? 
A journey I have, and far ere I rest; 
I must bundle my wallets and walk, walk, 
I must bundle my wallets and walk. 

The wind does blow as it lists alway; 
Canst thou change this world to thy mind ? 
The world will wander its own wise way; 
I also will wander mine, mine, 
I also will wander mine. 
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myilic: DistincrnM! and rigid iequtnco of hii cnnreptioni. Parlout-flre Philosopliy 
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Hums: DugaldS»wan: TheGEiman educriie lOEthod. The Kantian diuincdon 
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Dminoua aspect of spiritual Europe, Religion and Poetry can never die, however 

they aje Lbrever hringing, and can profit by Ihetn. ( 73, ) 

LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WERNER. 

lory of his lime. (p. 7<.*)— Hitrig's lives of Werner and Hoffmann. Werner's Unh 
and parentage: Early connenon with I)ic Iheatte. Left u fomnenj by hii &ther'i 
death, 10 the sole cliargeofhis mother. Her hypochondria. Coinadencea of Wer- 
ner's and Hofffnann's early rarcumstances. Werner's dissolute a^lege-lift, and de> 

for B third : Unsteady irrationai hopes, and wild enthn^asm of character, (js-) — Hii 
early writings singularly contrasted with his later : His French sceptidsm overbad 
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self. Evtract% in which, with much tumid grandiloquence, be shadows fot^ his owa 
creed: Scene, Story of the Fallen Master, Opinions and practices of the Templan. 
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a New Religion abasdoiKd. Detestadon of modem Proiestantijai. He vinti Italy. 
Spiritual Eieriniatiom : Retunu to the Catholic Faith of his jathers. Ordained a 

det^£r a w^^ter^niluL U.rvlQ?eslionahl"hi™cK?of his Life an"^^1S." 
Cisaodc endeavour, leading to most dwarflsh performance. Hi^ change of faith 
evidently sincere : Amelan^oly posthumous fragment: No thought of returning to 
Protestanrism. His mysticism and dissoluteness. His belief probably pirsiiosuttt 

GOETHE'S HELENA. 
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Helena'! reception by Faiut : Lynceu^ the Wardei of the tnwer. Emhlen 
Bdumhiaiioiis: Grecian Art, Teutoniq Genim, School Phaosophy. (i5G.>— Faus 
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GOETHE. 
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173.)— Goclhe'9 uneuunplcd rapiilation. A man't ' far 
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Goethe, a man who had struggled Innebly: Spiriuifl! gr 
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hiehesi and noblest beauty of a poem. Goethe'i faults. A true Foe 
judged of by mere /or^. Happy contractedness of men in general: Fr 

Bobla Uterauim will cms day be studied and IbU, ai well as talked at, (; 
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IryUJc", lif 115 a oame agnifying DolhiDg. The German iVfrttr, wilh ttll h:» [aaLts, 
a vfry dilTDrent pcTSun Imta his English aamEsakE. The chanD af Kihi/ alCogEther 
unconnected wilh its preternatural framework. Fate of ECruegluia hunuui vnlbusl- 
a^. Mititls like GtKIhe'9 the comnioiipcapeity of aU nations, lea. -in-i-Wilitbx 
McUtti'tLikrj'ikn presented to the English public. A distinct view of G«the's 
matured Eenius, his manoer of thought and favouiite subjects. Its popularity in 

next to none- A light aity sketch of the develc^mcnt of mau : Characters represeni- 
iog dialinot classes of meu^and various stages of human nature- SchlegeTs adrnilins 
judgment- Indubitable traces of the greatest Huius of out limes. Mignon the mosE 
perfect poetic creation Mnce Sllal:5liear=. (314,)— IT^e Translator's difficulfiei: Fide- 



PREF.\CE AND INTRODUCTIONS TO GERMAN ROMANCE. 

Uncounted number and variety of German Novelwrile rs : Difljcully of maVing an 

adequate selection: Chief mndes of Geraian Novdwiiling. National peculianties 

ness. Dimculties of German little more tiian a bugbear : Its general (fusion amonf 

MUS«US. 
Bom at Jena. A boy of quick luletits and kind lively temper: Adopted and libe- 
rally educated by his uncle. Removes 10 Eisenach. Intended for the Church: Not 



the Court of Wiemar ; married; increased his income by givjag private lessons; and 
grew and wa>red strong in contented obscurity. After an interval of nineteen yeari 
his iconoclastic faculty was again called forth: Vii Phyaepiemical TraBrli: Tho 

long in digging deeper. The rude traditionary fra^ents of Germany ho worked 
anew into ^Ape and polish: Ele spared ud pains in collecting his tnatcriaU; and 

humour, levity and kind sceptical derision : Lovers of unadulterated primeval poetry 
may censure Mus^its ; hut they jmn with the public at large in reading him. Ha 
subsequent works; and death, fp. a3a->— Wittout much effort he stood aloof fiom 
every species of cant; He looked upon the world as little else than a boundlcn 

could 'not reverence men ; but with all their l^™he'loved lh™!^o kept Siself 
unspotted, from the ertoij of hU Ume ; a merit "hlch posterity is 100 apt to underrate. 

genius, (ajfi.) 
1 FRIEDRICH DE LA MOTTE FOUQUE. 

FouQuf s femily of French e.tracllon : His Grandfather in high favour with Fte- 
derick tie Great. Utile known of Fouqufs early history. The misfortunes of his 
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nfiHted in hii vrilingiL A pure fieasilive heart deeply reveTeni orTnith ar 
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LUDWIG TIECK. 
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:k's frequent clw] „ _.. . 
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plicity, both in conceprion and style 



ryTaJe, 



d^?Ehi 

with the two 
lOolofPoe^. (fi-^^h- 
: Visit to London. Hk 

Nottbem heart: ChisH 

Hii Blaniart, a group of eameii feur^ 
ince of the MdAnJuu, or popular ^a& 



Ihout a rivaL (147.) 
E T W HOFFMANN 
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k a5o.>— The p oec p ospered beyond ex _ _ 

Icalii of hia little Daughter : his Wife dangeiDusly ill : . ' 

CommeooeB wiittng for the MaskaiiJcS^ Zeituitg. 1 

td to hhu his fotmer tights of oSce at Berlin, His fan 

p temper, ttajisocndent vanity and rediless satire, aiwualtfied him for ' 

-'I'--^- -■■--- ■-■•Tie enjoyment he soUEhl b .--«-- 

oving topers. His offidal i 



the last punctually and irreproach 
^tban ever. Meanwhile his bctllth 
lingeriag death 
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m's was a mind for which proper culture might have, 
vnth a deep but scarcely with a ptire love ; not ok tt 
' <7rehned EnjOTOieul. His head wai for ev< 



..sj.y-Ho 

ne great thinga. Hehwonj 



'horrible chimetas. A good or 3 
ordinanr populalioo oflluB wai\i 
grale/iil and unjust. His eeimu 
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JEAN PAUL FRIEDRICH RICHTER. 

Richter called from his earthly sojourn suice the commencement of his Translator's 
ifittle task. The materials for his Biography as yet inaccessible. Birth and parentage : 
Destined for the clerical profession ; but preferred literature. Finally^ settled in Bay- 
reuth : Domestic peace and happiness. His intellectual labours E;ained him the es- 
teem and love olall ranks of his countrymen. He wrote and thought in a track 
entirely his own. Not to be understood bya mere cursoty perusal. Singularity not 
always affectation. His works hard to understand ; but always have a meaning, and 
•oflen a true and deep one. (p. 262.) — ^An impetuous, colossal spirit: Among his gifts, 
Imag^ation and Humour the most striking. His Humour as the balm which a ge- 
nerous spirit pours over the wounds of life. His favourite characters have sdways a 
dash of uie ridiculous in their circumstances or their compositions. In the treatment 
of heroes proper he is seldom completely happy. Richter a Western Oriental. Few 
have known the world better, or taken tit once a clearer and a kindlier view of its 
-concerns. Nature in all her scenes and manifestations he loved with a deep, almost 
passionate love. His belief of man's Immortahty the sanctuary and solace of his 
spirit. (265.)^His multifarious and seemingly incongruous Works. To many English 
readers, a spirit like Ricbter's cannot but be warmly welcome. (268. ) 

GOETHE. 

Goethe's AutoHography. Bom at Frankfort-on-Mayn, 28th August 1749. Fa- 
vourable circumstances of his family: Healthy, genuine- characters of his parents. 
Destined for the profession of law, could but the ambition of wealth and offiaal cele- 
"brity have adequately inspired him. Brightest and blackest forecastings struggling 
within. His true destination a life of literature : Gotz von Berlickingen and Sorrows 
•€tf Werter^ Goethe's unlooked-for popularity far fi-om affording him the satisfaction 
he craved : Anxiety, doubt of any sort, can only be removed bjr Action, (p. 271.) — 
His connexion with the Court of Weimar. Diversity of his studies and acquisitions: 
Literary labours. A universal development of our spiritual nature more precious 
than the solace of our vanity. German Philistines. Goethe's mental Acuities ripened 
■and beautified by the advance of age. (274.) — ^A King of himself and of his world. 
He has inquired fearlessly ; and, while fearlessly denying the false, has not forgotten 
to search out and admit the true : His assiduous culture proportionate to the bounti- 
iiilness of hisgifts: Composure and cheerful seriousness seem to breathe over all his 
■character. Tnis also is the spirit of our Shakspeare. (278.)— Goethe not a German 
Voltaire : His province hig^h and peculiar. The angels and demons that can lay pro- 
strate our hearts in the nineteenth century must be of another fashion than those 
which subdued us in the ninth. In Goethe a new world, of Earnestness and Sport, 
begins to open before us. Inconsistencies and shortcomings. (281.) — Wilhelm Meis" 
ters Wanderjahre has less relation to Fielding's Totk Jones than to Spenser's Fairy 
^ueen. Goethe's reception by English readers. Our own literature peopled with kingly 
intellects and hearts. A new Poet, and Preacher of Truth to all men. (284. ) 

No. 3. 

PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION OF MEISTER'S 
APPRENTICESHIP AND TRAVELS. 

English interest in German literature increasing. Meister^s Travels an unex- 

{)ected sequel to the Apprenticeship. The original taken to pieces by Goethe in his 
ast years, and constructed anew. For the English reader the first edition probably 
contains noveldes enough. Goethe's position towards the English Public now greatly 
altered. He who imports into his country a rationallv spoken word has done well. 
A true seer and speaker, imder whatever conditions, shall be welcome to us. (p. 285.) 
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may find somelhine to be IhanfcTul 
The journey oflife. (p. 193.) 
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